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This dissertation is the author’s mourning diary.  By way of discursive and poetic, epigraphic 
and fragmented, graphic and photographic modes of narrative inquiry, he marshals his grief in 
the aftermath of his parents’ deaths toward recasting broken and dysfunctional parental 
pedagogies—pedagogies that arrested his artistic aspirations and creative undertakings not only 
in childhood but over the vast terrain of his adult life—into a new and self-governed curricula; 
a curricula of self-love providing unencumbered throughways toward uninhibited self-
expression and a fracture-free personhood by which to pursue new creative horizons in his 
senior years. 
 























dedication to Mum 
 
 
A philosophy or science that does not yield practical results merely interprets the 
world we live in; but it can and should do more; it should change the world.  
‘The philosophers’, wrote Marx early in his career, ‘have only interpreted the 
world in various ways; the point however is to change it.’ 






Striking a preemptive chord on her grand piano during morning practice,  





The beginning, in Jacob Burckhardt’s words, is like a “fundamental chord” which 
sounds in its endless modulations through the whole history of Western thought.  
Only beginning and end are, so to speak, pure and unmodulated; and the 
fundamental chord never strikes its listeners more forcefully and more beautifully 
than when it first sends its harmonizing sound into the world and never more 
irritatingly and jarringly than when it still continues to be heard in a world whose 
sounds—and thoughts—it can no longer bring into harmony. 
Hannah Arendt2 
v 
and to Haya 
 











Friendship expands the soul.  The joint entry into those realms in which 
one’s own type reveals itself presents people with treasures that they could hardly 
have attained on their own.  Their thinking and their imagination ultimately 
penetrate each other in such a way that no one knows what belongs to him any 
more, and what to a friend.  When friends are together and engaged in 
conversation, sparks fly back and forth and their association often produces 
crucial thoughts and actions; when each is on his own, the image of the other 
nevertheless inhabits his soul, and everything he feels, thinks, and does rises from 
a widened foundation.  Inspiration and encouragement come flowing one’s way 
from a friend.  Shared predispositions are expanded to an ever fuller reality, and 
the zeal of competition increases one’s strengths; thus one’s existence swells 






The author grew up in an intensely artistic family during the 1950’s and ‘60’s.  
Notably, life in the Newman family household was quite communal during this period in the 
sense that there was a constant ebb and flow of artistic family friends visiting.  He was fortunate 
that these friends often took an interest in his artistic endeavours, which ultimately were 
attempts, it may be added, to emulate his mother and father.  Consequently, he had many 
mentors or more appropriately perhaps, surrogate parents to introduce to him both worldly 
and aesthetic subjects.  He offers them his profound thanks and gratitude.   He could have 
never fashioned the present endeavour, he believes, without the passion and pedagogy they 
imparted and infused within him toward artistic expression at an early age. 
The author also wishes to thank and offer gratitude to his older cousin and artist Paul 
Bishop, his junior high art teacher Mike Evans and gallery owner Mary Frazee. Through 
example and pedagogy, they harnessed and shaped the author’s adolescent artistic energies into 
the identity and expressive capacities he attempts to recover within the following pages. 
Throughout the writing of this dissertation, the author embraced his memories of 
these three arts professionals: Paul for inviting him into his art studio and exposing him to 
Vancouver’s countercultural scene;  Mike for introducing him to social activism through art—
especially his discussion of the Kent State Massacre which he began by inscribing upon the 
chalkboard ‘May 4, 1970,’ the date of the massacre now indelibly etched into the author’s 
memory;  and to Mary for giving him his first opportunity to exhibit his art and be in the 
company of mature artists in a group show in her Gastown gallery.  All of this in 1970.  All of 
this when he was age fourteen!  To recapture these moments and build upon them here, the 
author may have given himself indeed a tall order.  To be sure, he fears that with these 
aspirations, he may well paint himself into a corner. 
All of these acknowledgements are heartfelt by the author and in this regard, it would 
be an unforgivable omission not to mention his junior high counsellor, Barney Allen.  A retiree 
amidst his second career, a man with a remarkable presence earmarked by the flash of a 
hulkingly big diamond ring and a black Cadillac Sedan de Ville motorcar that seemed to be as 
long as the length of a football field, the author owes Barney a tremendous debt of gratitude.  
vii 
Barney’s door was always open to the author.  At a most crucial time, a time which the subject 
matter of this dissertation most significantly speaks to, Barney attended tirelessly to the 
author’s self-esteem and confidence.  May his memory be for a blessing. 
And to fast forward to the present day, the author wishes to thank and express 
gratitude to the supervisors and examiners of this dissertation.  Notably, he wishes to recognize 
his supervisory committee, Professors Lynn Fels, Heesoon Bai and Carl Leggo for their 
generous and indefatigable support in helping him realize this sometimes daunting and 
enervating project.   
Particularly, the author laments the untimely passing of Professor Leggo in 2019.  In 
his last exchanges with the author, whilst experiencing failing health, Professor Leggo offered 
two key remarks: ‘be discursive’ and ‘onward!’  The author embraced these final acts of 
mentorship as beacons by which to navigate the remainder of his dissertation journey. 
The author’s journey, his forays into the different themes that ultimately blended into 
the subject matter of this dissertation, was facilitated by Professor Fels.  From the start, as his 
pro tem and then senior supervisor Professor Fels offered a caring, compassionate and attentive 
mentorship to nurture the author’s aspirations. Indeed, the author recalls two pivital 
conversations in the early stages of dissertation development that shaped his vision towards his 
project.  Especially, however, the author remembers Professor Fels’ steadfast commitment 
during the final episode of his dissertation writing, the last year.  He offers his heartfelt thanks 
to her for being ever ready and immeasurably helpful with the dissertation’s fine-tuning before 
its final vetting by the committee and the subsequent viva voce.  
Professor Bai indulged the author by affording him the opportunity to explore some 
of the philosophical meanderings he wished to incorporate into his dissertation storytelling.  
By way of her heartful guidance as supervisor and whilst supporting the author’s forays into, 
for example, everything from the raucous and polemics within analytic philosophy and the 
Vienna Circle to the tranquillity, grace and peacefulness of contemplative inquiry, she was ever 
vigilant to ensure that he did not fall into the ‘bogs and quagmires’ of these debates, certainly 
as they extended into the arresting nature of the ‘skeletons in his own closet.’  Particularly, 
however, the author appreciated Professor Bai’s support towards the anarchical spirit he gave 
to his dissertation, his shattering of prevailing scholarly orthodoxies by refashioning them to 
reflect fragmentary beacons of his own emotional, artistic and intellectual journeys.   
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With respect to the viva voce, the author wishes to acknowledge his examiners, 
Professors Celeste Snowber and Sean Wiebe.  He wishes to thank them especially for their 
review of his dissertation and the interrogatories they posed.  To be sure, their commentaries 
provided valuable insight into the stories he told and his art of storytelling; a guiding wisdom 
he hopes to incorporate into the roadmaps of his future endeavours in arts-based research and 
life writing, in particular.   
The author acknowledges that he has completed this dissertation within a few months 
of his sixty-sixth birthday.  Having retired from his twenty-two-year career as a social services 
caseworker and nurtured aspirations to re-engage with the academic community by resuming 
graduate school, the author has now fulfilled his dream of obtaining a doctoral degree.  He 
owes a debt of gratitude to two friends in particular who helped him kindle and sustain this 
aspiration: one of his former undergraduate professors, Jerry Zaslove and one of his former 
film school classmates, Donato Totaro.  With conversation topics ranging respectively from 
the novelist Kafka to the filmmaker Tarkovsky, for example, they kept the author keenly 
engaged in academic discourse over a great many decades.  To be sure, these exchanges 
contributed to the well-springs of the author’s decision to return to graduate school, as well 
as to some of the planks of the author’s current research.   
The author wishes to thank and express a loving acknowledgement to his brother, 
Geoffrey, his co-adventurer in many of the stories he has told, for indulging his desire to tell 
these family stories and use of family photographs to augment them.   
And finally, the author would be utterly remiss if he did not profess his unbounded 
love, gratitude and thanks to his wife, Haya for supporting him in his quest to achieve this now 
fulfilled dream.  Significantly, Haya contributed as videographer to the author’s performance 
piece, The Gray Suit in this dissertation.  Twenty-six years ago, Haya offered the author the gift 
of family and the opportunity to become a father.  She brought stepdaughters, Talya and Hila 
into his life.  And with the arrival of grandchildren, Ari, Zev and Dov, into the family circle, 
Talya and son-in-law Asaf offered the author the gift of being a grandfather.  He gratefully 
accepted. 
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To Whom Am I Obliged? 
 
I stomp, stumble, stoop and saunter  
Along the emaciated uneven pavement 
Naked pebbles grinding at my feet 
Musing my fleeting and no less defeating thoughts 
Fraught with tension, contention and despair 
 
Seeking release from my fettered soul 
I increase the pace of my boundless stroll 
Rocking backwards and forward, to and fro 
With every step, I mark the absence of my inner peace 
Working aimfully toward an embittered decease 
 
Each memory of grainy gray matter beckons me forth 
Careful I am to not misstep on the summoning cracks 
For fearful I am of those time tempered tales 
Nurturing a betrayal making me so very frail 
That line by line, rhyme by rhyme, of an incandescent kind 
 
Have separated me from the wistful spirit 
























I refused to tell a child that they were a failure. . . . My 
question was: they failed what?  Someone would have to be 
pretty brave to answer that question. . . . The B.C. education 
system was failing children and the Ministry of Education was 
after my ass because I challenged the minister of education 
publicly. . . . I achieved that kind of reputation of being kind of 
a rebel. . . . Many teachers are delighted to fail kids to smarten 
them up.  Most kids who are told they are failures give up and 
leave. 
John Young6 
Former Principal  
Carihi Secondary School 








Too many people are trying to make you feel guilty because of the so-called 
failure of your work.  Please don’t listen to them; hatred and frustration always 
inform their critiques.  They are struggling with each other to know who will 
lead the field; there is no winner yet, and they say it’s your fault.  Don’t believe 
them.  The Right complains, the Left complains, the students, the principals, the 
parents, the priests, everyone complains about your capacity to reach the goals 
which they all know are the best for you.  Don’t worry too much; what they all 
ask you to do is impossible to realize; orders they give you result from their own 
inability to dream without any idea of vengeance.  You know as well as they 
should know how difficult it is to deal with desire; please don’t be trapped in 
guilt and sadness.  They accuse you of not doing enough to change the world. 
The world is indeed in bad shape; and we need to change it.  But we need to be 
serene.  Please don’t let them make you feel guilty; and that is important for you 
as well as for them.  Death is not only your fault. 
Jacques Daignault7   
 
[R]esearchers are apt to lose sight of whom they are writing for, and 
narcissistically describe the obsessions of their guild rather than what the audience 
really wants to know.  Professional narcissism is by no means confined to 
academia.  Journalists assigned to an issue often cover the coverage, creating the 
notorious media echo chamber.  Museum signs explain how the shard in the 
showcase fits into a classification of pottery styles rather than who made it or 
what it was used for.  Music and movie guides are dominated by data on how 
much money a work grossed the weekend it was released, or how many weeks it 
spent in the theaters or on the charts.  Governments and corporations organize 
their Web sites around their bureaucratic structure rather than the kinds of 
information a user seeks. 
Steven Pinker8 
 
They are playing a game.  They are playing not playing a game.  If I show them I 
see who they are, I shall break the rules and they will punish me.  I must play 











He [Pirandello] starts with the question: Who am I?  What proof have I for my 
own identity other than the continuation of my physical self?  His answer is not 
like Descartes’—the affirmation of the individual self—but its denial: I have no 
identity, there is no self excepting the one which is the reflex of what others 
expect me to be: I am “as you desire me.” This loss of identity then makes it still 
more imperative to conform; it means that one can be sure of oneself only if one 
lives up to the expectations of others.  If we do not live up to this picture we not 
only risk disapproval and increased isolation, but we risk losing the identity of 




The human child is granted some time to exchange the natural association with 
the world that is slipping away for a spiritual association—a relationship.  From 
the glowing darkness of the chaos he has stepped into the cool and light creation 
without immediately possessing it: he has to get it up, as it were, and make it a 
reality for himself; he gains his world by seeing, listening, feeling, forming.  It is 
in encounter that the creation reveals its formhood; it does not pour itself into 
those senses that are waiting but deigns to meet those that are reaching out.  What 
is to surround the finished human being as an object, has to be acquired and 
wooed strenuously by him while developing.  No thing is a component of 




One of the reasons I have come to concentrate on imagination as a means 
through which we can assemble a coherent world is that imagination is what, 
above all, makes empathy possible.  It is what enables us to cross the empty spaces 
between ourselves and those we teachers have called “other” over the years.  If 
those others are willing to give us clues, we can look in some manner through 
strangers’ eyes and hear through their ears.  That is because, of all our cognitive 
capacities, imagination is the one that permits us to give credence to alternative 
realities.  It allows us to break with the taken for granted, to set aside familiar 














To take flight everyday!  At least for a moment, which may be 
brief, as long as it is intense.  A “spiritual exercise” every day—
either alone, or in the company of someone who also wishes to 
better himself.  Spiritual exercises.  Step out of duration . . . 
try to get rid of your own passions, vanities, and the itch to talk 
about your own name, which sometimes burns you like a 
chronic disease.  Avoid backbiting.  Get rid of pity and hatred.  
Love all free human beings.  Become eternal by transcending 
yourself. 
 
This work on yourself is necessary; this ambition 
justified.  Lots of people let themselves be wholly absorbed by 
militant politics and the preparation for social revolution.  
Rare, much more rare, are they who, in order to prepare for 
social revolution, are willing to make themselves worthy of it. 














Trauma has a way of getting into the tissues of our bodies, and artistic practices 
are a vessel for recovering pieces of our own stories. . .. Through colors, words, 
hues, and textures we hearken back to what has been in us all along.  We offer it 
to you as a place to know that cultural identities live within the skin in all their 
paradox, glory and mystery. 
Celeste Nazeli Snowber &  
Marsha Nouritza Odabashian14 
 
In my life writing and poetry I have surrendered to any anticipation that I can tell 
a complete story, or even a coherent story.  Instead my stories emerge as mosaics 
of coloured glass or fragments that catch the light or evoke memories or hold 
traces of sensory experiences that might have been or might be.  Winterson 
(2001) reminds me that “there are so many lives packed into one” (p. 119), and 
that “the one life we think we know is only the window that is open on the screen” 
(pp. 119-120).  There are always other stories, other possibilities, other 
windows.   
 
With a commitment to other possibilities, I offer stories, poems, 
ruminations, quotations, and photos like windows opening up, closing, sliding 
on the screen.  I offer a few photos from childhood as performance of images for 
conjuring stories—invented, reflected, refracted, reframed. . .. And I include 
my poems, in part as exemplars to illustrate my discussion, but also as 
performative texts that interrupt the flow of my expository writing in order to 
prevent a seemingly seamless texture that masks the tensile and tension-filled 
weaving of multiple texts and contexts. 
Carl Leggo15 
 
Performance plays on “the edge of chaos” where patterns of interrelations 
and interconnections are continually created and recreated through an “endless 
dance of co-emergence” . . .. [W]e may read performance as meaning that 
simultaneously through form and through the destruction of form we come to action.  
Understanding that action is “knowing, doing, being, creating.”  
Lynn Fels16 
 
As the youngest born arriving after the war, I escaped the direct assault of 
colonization and the war that my family suffered first-hand.  But just as second-
hand smoke is almost equally damaging, so is the second-hand trauma of growing 
up in a family (in a nation) that suffered from an immense amount of brutality, 
deprivation, and survival stress. 
Heesoon Bai17  
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In All About Timmerman: an autobiographical mapping of  benchmarks of artistic exploration, 
intellectual awareness and evolving identity from early childhood through to senior adulthood, by way of 
discursive and poetic, epigraphic and fragmented, graphic and photographic modes of narrative 
inquiry, the author grapples with the often confounding and contradictory life scripts handed 
to him by his parents—particularly his father—from childhood until young adulthood; scripts 
about how to perform his identity, role and ultimately vocation within the compass of family, 
friendship, community, school and workplace. 
While managing to surmount these scripts in his middle adult life by securing the 
vocation of a helping professional and the role of a helpful family man—both of which, he has 
reckoned, gave him full vent and form to his mature personhood—the author nonetheless 
returns to these formative scripts in the present project in an attempt to recover what he 
perceives as a lost identity, the identity of an artist, an identity deeply rooted in the 
dispositions, sentiments and vocational practices of his parents; and in this respect, an identity 
complicated and compounded by his parents contrary ethno-religious backgrounds yet ones 
ultimately interlocked together, so it seemed, by a common socio-political outlook and 
particularly, the arresting features of a shared family tragedy—experiencing their fathers’ 
deaths in childhood.   
Through a series of artistic explorations which he crafts into a memoir, the author tries 
to fathom why his attempts of enacting a creative self as writer, musician, or visual artist were 
aborted, for example, in adolescence.  Specifically, the author asks: what sources or forces, 
experiences or events rendered him into a near paralytic arrest for nigh on forty years until a 
reawakening—his parents’ demise he surmises—beckoned his artistic muse back into 
presence.  What had caused this absence of poise, of readiness to create? 
In the course of this dissertation, in measure particularly with his father’s loss of a 
father as a toddler, a formidable impediment to a child’s maturation to be sure, the author 
largely concentrates on the vicissitudes of his own relationship with his father in these 
explorations toward recapturing his artistic identity.  He fathoms, in particular, how the scripts 
bestowed upon him by this paternal hand were effectively part of a legacy begun in his father’s 
youth where the singular impediment of paternal loss begat a generational chain reaction of 
dulling and stultifying the confidence and fortitude necessary to secure and evolve the creative 
spirit into an enterprising and unbounded artist. 
4 
At the end of the day, this dissertation may be considered as the author’s mourning 
diary; his vehicle by which to tap into and take account of his memories of his now deceased 
parents against the bulwark of fulfilled and unfulfilled lifelong quests and aspirations that have 
become the sum product of his identity; to grieve their loss through a process of  detaching 
from and then reconciling to, disassembling and then refurbishing a litter of memories spanning 
over six-decades, most of them tattered and torn fragments rehearsed many times over, in 
search of a renewal of self or the many selves he embodies with a confidence and fortitude to 
journey on in his senior years.   
Indeed, within the present project, the author’s aspiration has been to craft a new and 
self-governed curricula; a curricula of self-love providing unencumbered throughways toward 
uninhibited self-expression and a fracture-free personhood by which to pursue new creative 
horizons in these autumn years; a journey jettisoned from the incarcerating parental 
pedagogies, intended or unintended, that tamed and tempered this lad’s mindset for nigh on 
fifty years and contributed to many creative arrests, many fitful and depressive inactions or 
‘sulks’ as coined by, he reluctantly admits, his longstanding spouse and even previous romantic 
partners; sulks, the only self-defeating tool he knew how to deploy to overcome the 
impediments set before him by his parents—particularly his father—until he learned the tricks 
of the trade as a helping professional and a helpful family man.  Especially, case noting, the act 
of documentation and compassion, the awareness of another’s distress and the desire to help 
them through their plight, two pedagogical pillars that certainly earmark one or other of these 
occupations.   
Case noting, the pivotal action and planning tool mandated to the author in his 
vocation as a caseworker,18 was the sum of his daily jottings or keyboarding on ruled paper or 
computer template to tell the sobering tales of his clients’ perils and plights.  Fulfilling his duty 
to move his downtrodden clients away from their derelict and despairing lives on to more 
brilliant and resilient planes of sustenance and self-worth, every pen stroke or key strike the 
author actioned was intended to be a surefire movement towards his clients’ liberation. 
Liberation stories these were indeed.  However, the tales told were just not liberating 
for these clients.  Strikingly, they were also liberating for the author.  Periodically experiencing 
a proximity between his clients’ life challenges and his own—beckoning an affinity and to be 
sure, engendering the requisite rapport and engagement for an effective caseworker-client 
5 
relationship—the author and his clients often journeyed together on these pathways toward 
mobilization, brighter horizons toward self-sufficiency and self-empowerment.   
As the author charted his clients’ destinies and action plans to achieve these life-
sustaining goals, he discovered he was on a concurrent course towards his own self-renewal.  
Every case note he wrote seemed to be a tack—to use sailor’s jargon—moving him more and 
more swiftly towards a greater understanding of the many latitudes of his fulsome self.   
Like crashing waves breaching upon the embattled shores of a broken and emaciated 
human spirit, the sweeps of the author’s pen across those ruled lines of official file log dutifully 
chronicled his interactions with clients.  The swish and sway of his pen strokes often erupted 
mercilessly into topsy-turvy awakenings of memories of who he has been and imaginings of 
who he can become.  All the more the author was dumbfounded when his nib broke into full-
force flash floods especially if the topic of fathers began to saturate the flow of his particulars.   
Fathers.  Yes, fathers.  Fathers, fathers, fathers!  This was, without a doubt, the 
common ground the author shared with his clients.  Especially, his male clients.  An almost 
indelible bond was forged between caseworker and client on the topic of fathers.  A bond 
animated by acts of reciprocity and reflexivity in their interaction.  Expressly, a tacit 
understanding and acknowledgement that they had a mutual grief and despair rooted in the 
same corrosive well-springs of a dysfunctional, destructive and often tragic relationship with a 
father.   
An inexplicable awareness—a sixth sense between caseworker and client that they 
were members of the same club, that is, part of a community of mistreated or abused 
children—characterized the interchange between a client’s pleas for help and a caseworker’s 
offerings of care and attention.   
Despite the fact that socio-economic advantages and disadvantages and cultural and 
lifestyle differences sometimes set caseworker and client miles apart as peoples and 
persuasions, there was this empathic and compassionate bond that frankly put client and 
caseworker on equal footing. Regardless of differences in identities, hardships and successes, 
they shared fundamentally the same window upon the world and asked the same question upon 
their every breath and every footstep: why did my father perpetrate these actions upon me? 
For example, of the many males who appeared before the author at the welfare wicket, 
there was Ian.  On the streets, Ian was known as ‘Spyder.’  Long-haired, tattoo-decorated and 
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twenty-something, he appeared affable and well-meaning despite his nefarious walk of life as a 
pimp.  He was always careful with his welfare money, leaving enough aside each month for 
groceries and lodgings.  However, as for his ill-gotten gains, his proceeds from prostitution, 
he remorsefully informed the author that he’d injected thousands upon thousands of dollars of 
horse, speed or crack into his veins in a beleaguered battle with addiction.   
Auditioning his stories about being immersed into the world of drug and alcohol 
addiction before the author, Ian fixedly captured his attention and consummated a bond with 
him.  He evoked the author’s empathy and compassion particularly when he related a pivotal 
story, seemingly the matrix of his marginalized and immobilized existence.  Pointing directly 
to his father’s complicity in cultivating his addiction, Ian said: “My dad introduced me to hard 
liquor when I was twelve.  He used to take me into the back woods and offer me alcohol.  We 
would get drunk together.” 
Then there was Ira.  There was nothing immediately remarkable about him.  He was 
a casually dressed gentleman, thirtyish and homosexual.  He professed to be Jewish and to be 
sure the author felt the vibes of a common ancestor.  Working class: he was raised within the 
core of the labour Zionist movement in a Montreal neighbourhood.   Like the author, he wore 
the simple attire of jeans and a tee-shirt.  His socio-economic wounds were quite apparent.  
He petitioned his request for welfare with a desperation well-familiar to the author and 
reflected those vulnerabilities typical of a destitute and despairing client.     
Ira was a rotund gentleman, portly and at least to the author, reminiscent of that 
Hitchcockian silhouette which hallmarked the TV and big screen horror dramas of the early 
1960’s.  He also had a certain grace, a poise and presence reminding the author of those long 
ago cinematic actors such as Charles Laughton, Robert Morley or James Robertson Justice 
noted for their portrayals of British gentlemen in professional capacities such as a barrister 
advocating in London’s Old Bailey law court or a physician practicing in the city’s prestigious 
Harley Street.  Gentlemen clad, the author recollected, in those bespoke dark and woollen 
suits likely tailored in London’s Savile Row.  A fabulous contemplation indeed the author 
offered for his imaginings of his client: fabrications well-exceeding the humble makings of his 
client, to be sure!  But what did they portend?  What reckoning or lesson did they have in store 
perhaps for the author? 
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Shortly thereafter, this image the author had conjured of his client appeared point 
blank before him like a full-fledge apparition.  On Ira’s next visit, nose pressed against the pane 
of the wicket’s Plexiglas, he fleshed out its full expanse in a costume all too familiar to the 
author.  Dazzled.  Captivated.  Arrested.  Enveloped by the brassy brilliance of such finery as 
cuff links, tie bar, collar pin and watch chain adorning his client, the author beheld, 
perturbingly so, his client.  There, he found Ira all decked out in a three-piece suit meeting in 
every measure the phantom he had cooked up of him in a moment of unyielding reflection.  A 
dark and woollen moment mirrored in every stitch and twist of the threads—the suit, 
waistcoat and tie—in which Ira now appeared.   
Thereupon, the author’s eyes fixed upon his client’s eyes in a wrenching and riveting 
gaze; a gaze awakening the author to reckon with and resolve an unfolding pedagogical 
moment; an instructive moment borne of a kinship revealed as their eyes intertwined, locked 
together in punctuation especially when Ira uttered:  “When I was eight, my father started to 
bugger me in the back seat of his tax-cab!” 
Whilst the author quickly reminded himself that he never received such heinous and 
vile corporeal violations as anal penetration at the hands of his own father, he nonetheless 
identified with Ira.  Triggered now by flashbacks of his father’s scathing tongue and gestured 
physical threats—for example, the slamming of his fist into the palm of his hand used to be one 
of  his frenzied and terrorizing gestures, the author recognized that he and his client were 
brethren of a common father, the abusive and life-arresting—nay life-devouring—father.    
In this moment of awareness, the author recognized expressly that this phantom of a 
British gentlemen he had conjured out of his initial impression of Ira—and subsequently 
realized by his client when he hauntingly showed up in a three-piece suit—was the spectre of 
his very own father.  His father, that is, clad in his everyday business attire of a dark Savile Row 
suit.  Dressed to the nines, he was, even replete with trouser braces and sock suspenders 
regimentally worn into the evening hours, his off-hours!  For the author, the sum of these 
trappings as revisited upon him by way of his client as medium fleshed out those childhood 
memories he harboured of a father austere and forbidding, ominous and imposing with a lofty 
and rotund Hitchcockian presence. 
The author speculated that Ira’s presence—and perhaps Ian’s in a less specific sense—
evinced this dark spectre in the service of brokering his attention towards an overdue and 
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consciously neglected task.  The author had before him the task to contemplate and 
acknowledge any residual anger he held towards his father for the near heinous ill-deeds he 
perceived caused upon him in childhood by these paternal hands.   
Particularly, through the insights he had gleaned from his interactions with Ira and 
Ian,19 the pedagogical moments they had lent to him, the author knew that he had to repair the 
image of his father that lingered in his consciousness; to strip down this ornamented and 
encumbered image and restore it to its essence of the raw and unadulterated love that must 
have bonded father and son together at some primordial point.  This is what the author knew 
he had to carry forth as one of the key stalwarts of his consciousness in order to secure 
resolutely his happiness and well-being.  He knew that his initial footsteps towards finding such 
an elixir was to engage in acts of forgiveness and compassion not only towards his father but to 
himself, as well; and notwithstanding, of course, to extend such acts to all living beings that 
come to populate and participate in the common weal of which he is part. 
Compassion or rather the extending of compassion to others has taught the author to 
extend compassion—especially those gentle touches of kindness and accommodation—to 
himself.  Expressly, compassion and its partner, empathy has taught the author to love himself; 
in fact, to love himself first.  Through his daily engagements with the folks he has helped, folks 
often more vulnerable to societal and institutional pressures than him, he learned to look at 
himself with fresh eyes.  He gleaned that only through his own self-work, only through a 
garnering of self-respect in particular could he be fully hands-on, fully committed as an 
effective support, that is, no less than a reciprocal human being for them whether they be 
client, workmate, family member, neighbour or passer-by.  It is as simple as the wisdom 
imparted in that well-tried airplane maxim, serving well as a metaphor here: “Put on your own 
oxygen mask first before helping others.”   
After years of fumbling about attempting to self-realize, attempting to gain 
membership in those various life-affirming institutions be they familial, educational or 
vocational, the author misunderstood their fundamental life-giving prerequisite, the astute 
observance of the practice of self-care.  They required of him not only the practice of the 
aforementioned selfless expressions of caring for others but also those markedly selfish 
paradoxical expressions of competition and resilience, for example, that equally define and 
delimit the conceptualization of self-worth as imagined and as lived.   
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Consequently, the author succumbed to the undertow of his indeed praiseworthy but 
nonetheless self-effacing generosity. Countless times during his life, the author navigated a 
blind goodwill through certainly hostile and even bitterly embattled human interactions that 
struck blows against both his mental and physical well-being; a perilous naiveté, one could 
reckon, leaving him often keeled over like a swamped and torpedo-stricken vessel being hauled 
into safe harbour.   
Through the exercise of this dissertation, the author found perhaps his last refuge 
before embarking on the cascade of horizons that shall mark his final decades; a drydock by 
which to be righted, refurbished with a revamped self and refitted particularly with self-
validation; renewed to plough even keeled through the choppy waters that may await him; 
waters which he cannot fathom even with compass in hand, only a steady ballast keeping his 
nose perpendicular to any unexpected blusters of conflict, keeping him on course and affording 
neither a complete sway toward self-interest nor self-effacement in such troubled winds; a 
ballast keeping him an accountable and compassionate human being; particularly, in this latter 
regard, a ballast keeping him well-apprised of his part of the bargain, his responsibilities 
towards human relationships.  For example, even though he regales his readers with tales of 
how his parents—particularly his father—placed fetters upon him, the author ultimately 
speculates that the keys to release him—unshackle him from their pedagogies—may never 
have been far out of reach.  The author is aware that along with some caustic and arresting 
quip, for example, they may have handed him these keys of catharsis—perhaps as an 
overlooked stocking stuffer? 
The conceptualization of this dissertation took place, in significant part, in the 
university classroom of the late poet and scholar, Professor Carlton Derek Leggo.  The author 
plotted out the scope and direction of his autobiographical journey largely under Leggo’s 
mentorship.  In this respect, he followed one of Leggo’s key liberating pedagogies.  In 
cultivating readers to have unbounded and limitless experiences as they plummet with their 
storytellers into the all-consuming and sometimes inextricably tangled depths of 
autobiographical exploration, the author would hear Leggo say, do not attempt “to tell the 
whole story or even a seamless story with a clear and coherent chronology.” Rather, Leggo 
would continue, “invite readers to linger with the fragments, to attend to the composition of 
the fragments as artistic renderings that evoke and provoke.”20  
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Constellations of fragments, the author understands, may become as profoundly 
pedagogical moments for his reader as they have become for the author; constellations full of 
breaches, transfigurations and arrests invoking avenues of unavoidable but unbridled and well-
engaged contemplation.  Constellations of pedagogical moments that have the capacity to 
illuminate and inform the various and different pathways of one’s life.  However, more 
significantly, they have the potential of being utterly transformative for the author, his readers 
and the communities and societies that envelop them.   
Pedagogical moments borne of fragmented memories, the author believes, that may 
yield causeways that intersect and impact upon the often ailing heart of our very 
connectedness; lighting the way toward a new and reinvigorated coexistence free of enmity 
and built upon those stalwart and all-encompassing pillars of love, harmony and justice from 
the core of the family to the outer-reaches of the industrial-political complex that has come to 
define our world.   
It is with Leggo’s enduring optimism that the author proceeded with this project and 
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A compendium reflecting the author’s lifelong quest to  
collect textual sources to inspire his imagination, inform  
his social consciousness and imbue his poetic wisdom. 
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The author remembers his father fiddling with the knobs of his shortwave radio set to 
tune in the overseas service of the British Broadcasting Corporation.  He listened to many of 
their programmes beyond the hourly editions of news from the cultural mecca of London.  His 
father made an especial point to tune in one programme in particular.  He savoured and was 
fascinated by the programme, Desert Island Discs.   
As a lad, the author regrets that this programme did not capture his youthful attention.  
Having neyn sitzfleich and always being on shpilkes as his wife would say—in Yiddish, ‘no power 
to endure’ and being on ‘pins and needles’—the author had only the patience to listen to this 
programme a few times in the company of his father—and this in the UK and on the local 
Radio Four when the family followed father to his adopted motherland on a year-long 
sabbatical in the mid-1970’s.  However, in recent time, the author has taken it upon himself 
to listen to more of the present and archived editions—the one with the late Princess Margaret 
as guest stood out—and considers the programme’s premise now rather appealing and useful 
to boot for the present purposes. 
Relying on the summary of the programme’s premise as provided by the internet 
encyclopaedia, Wikipedia, we understand that: 
Guests are invited to imagine themselves cast away on a desert island, and choose 
eight recordings, originally gramophone records, to take with them; discussion 
of their choices permits a review of their life.  Excerpts from their choices are 
played or, in the case of short pieces, the whole work.  At the end of the 
programme they choose the one piece they regard most highly.21  
With respect to the materials incorporated into the following section, this is how the 
author wishes the reader to regard its contents.  He offers a literacy biography of sorts where 
he has pasted up in scrapbook fashion, he suggests, an assemblage of scholarly quotations.  
These are quotations referenced without regard to any one particular intellectual tradition or 
school but rather chosen from the plurality of schools and traditions he has been exposed to 
through his lifetime of reading.  His nearly six-decades of intellectual maturation, the author 
would posit, by way of witnessing or engaging in a mixed bag of discourses.   
In league with the aforementioned premise of Desert Island Discs, the collection of 
quotations the author provides are the result of a parsing out or culling from his several-volume 
library.  He asked himself: what books or rather excerpts and quotations could he manage to 
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pack in a small satchel or backpack to maintain his intellectual nourishment if he was 
stranded—nay confined—to a desert island?   
The author recalls he actually did this once before, about forty-four years ago when he 
set off backpacking and hostelling on a European grand tour.  He remembers that he packed at 
least three books into his pack.  They were Claude Levi-Strauss’ The Savage Mind, Bertrand 
Russell’s The History of Western Philosophy and Herbert Read’s The Meaning of Art.  Needlessly to 
say, these articles of—shall we say—brilliant wisdom lent some bulk and weight to his pack 
but seemed to lack relevance as they shared space with the more mundane necessities of road 
trip survival; underwear, socks and toothpaste, for example.   
In any event, on this occasion, the author chooses to be more parsimonious with his 
selection of those nourishing intellectual artefacts of his life.  In attempt to making them more 
compact and portable, he envisions he shall offer something more like a chain of quotations in 
the following section.  In this regard, each linkage may perhaps illustrate a particular episode 
or juncture in the scaffolding that has suspended and animated his intellectual life.  Again, in 
suit with the Desert Island Disc premise, each of these quotations, each of their linkages might 
offer a review of the author’s cognitive and perceptual life as he has mined through various 
scholarly tracts in balance with the everyday spheres of spiritual and material existence.  More 
especially, the reader may be able to discern the fabric and foundation of his poïesis—that is, 
what went into the making of the following narratives—from these quotations. 
With respect to this approach, the author finds himself in good company, the company 
of his late mentor, poet and scholar, Carlton Derek Leggo.  As Rita Irwin writes of her late 
colleague, Professor Leggo: 
I was struck by Carl’s love of epigraphs: those phrases, quotations, or poems set 
at the beginning of a document as if to set the expectations of the reader for what 
they were about to experience.  In the spirit of evocative writing, I wish to end 
with several quotations . . ..  Together they create a found poem. . .. 22 
Indeed, the late lamented Leggo has said: 
My writing is often fragmentary and episodic, full of detours, distractions, and 
digressions, a meandering in meaning, a sinuous searching in syntax, a sensuous 
spiraling in semantics.  I am much influenced by the philosopher Ernst Bloch 
(2006), and especially his book Traces.  Traces is a collection of fragments, 
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anecdotes, aphorisms, essays, and stories which invite attention to traces as a 
mode of philosophy.23 
Most succinctly, Leggo has spoken about traces.  As the author suspects the originators of this 
BBC radio programme had also in mind, he wishes to leave a trail of breadcrumbs by way of 
these quotations or à la Irwin, epigraphs—traces begetting clues, that is—as concordance-like 
pathways to pick apart the various strata of meanings which embody these texts that tell the 
story of Timmerman and sets his life in review. 
To make his point clear, the author likens his intended chain of quotations to a set of 
nautical navigation rulers.  Insofar as these rulers aid the sailor in his discovery of geomorphic 
points along a coastline, for example, the quotations aid the reader in his discerning of psycho-
morphic points, beacons if you will, awaiting their revelation and engagement within the 
narrative.  Beacons serving as embedded deltas, he suggests, awaiting to bestow upon the 
reader their gifts of additional plot, theme or character development.    
To deploy the use of metaphor somewhat further, in reviewing these quotations, the 
reader might consider her or himself in the midst of an archaeological dig with the enterprise 
in mind of discovering lost texts.  They may hold the expectation that these texts may be 
difficult to decipher given that they may be encoded in a less familiar or obscure typescript.  
With this in mind and perhaps to engender a sense of scholarly adventure, the author has paid 
particular attention to typography in his rendering of these quotations.   
More to the point, as he shall indicate below, the author has addressed the apparent 
cosmetics of these quotations to introduce a critical subtext for the reader; a subtext that 
alludes to the problematics that sometimes arise within scholarly traditions or schools of 
thought; notably, the dysfunctional, contrived and truth-defying discourses built upon those 
spurious and disingenuous foundations of plain hypocrisy, unrelenting dogma, unbridled 
power and shameless vanity in aid of fortifying otherwise effete and sometimes fabricated 
intellectual citadels. 
In this regard, too, the author stands in good company, for example, the memoirists 
and auto-ethnographers, Laurel Richardson and Arthur Bochner.  He notes that these scholars 
hold fellowship, that is, an intellectual kinship with his immediate circle of teachers, Lynn Fels, 
Celeste Snowber, Heesoon Bai and Carl Leggo. 
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Significantly, on the topic of fatherhood, Leggo and Bochner appear to hold a 
particular fellowship—an express male bond so it seems—in their travels through scholarly 
memoir.  In this way, the author particularly connects with them.  However, equally important 
to him are contributions on parenthood and childhood made by his other proximal and distant 
mentors.   
Especially, Laurel Richardson’s work has an almost biblical standing within the corpus 
of treatises the author consulted.  Notably, her books, Fields of Play: Constructing an Academic 
Life and Seven Minutes from Home: An American Daughter’s Story lay perched upon a corner of his 
desk, evidently well-read by their soiled, tattered and dog-eared appearance.  Her ruminations 
on family life and the academy were ingested in copious amounts by the author as he attempted 
to fathom the intersections of these two institutions as they intertwined into his own life; his 
own experience as the son of a professor and subsequently as an undergraduate student in his 
father’s academic department, a department where his father held the headship. 
To illuminate the foregoing considerations, the author introduces an anecdote about 
his scholarly development as an undergraduate English major and his encounters with pedantry 
both on the library bookshelves and in the classroom.  They furnish patent examples, he 
believes, of the tawdry ways of some academics—at least their cheap shots! 
With some hyperbole, animation and a little bit of defaming perhaps, the author 
remarks upon why he has chosen to title the following section—this assemblage of quotations, 
this toolbox of literary spanners, philosophical yardsticks, and scientific meters by which the 
reader gets to know him, the fabric of his consciousness and thus in greater measure be able to 
better comprehend his storylines—as his ‘apparatus criticus.’     
Alas, the author remarks that as an undergraduate English major, he used to immense 
himself in the annotations, connotations and interpolations in the critical apparatus or apparatus 
criticus that was offered either in the form of an introduction or as running footnotes to the 
critical text say of one of Shakespeare’s plays.  In fact, running the risk of becoming a textual 
pedant, he enjoyed rummaging through these marginal debates on the intricacies of meaning, 
for example, often at the expense of losing sight of the form, theme and substance of the play 
itself. 
He chose here to use the Latin rather than the English to refer to this reader’s ‘toolbox’ 
in mock praise of those early twentieth-century classical pundits—Sir Maurice Bowra comes to 
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mind—and rather effete literary scholars—and here, Sir Arthur Quillor-Couch—who often 
employed overwrought, that is, delicate and ornate language such as this Latinate literary-critical 
term to affirm their irrevocable authority on the subject matter; irrevocable, that is, by way of 
their professed adherence to well-entrenched, seemingly god-decreed traditions such as those 
spawning from the Greek and Roman mythos. 
Indeed, the author maintains this view that such posturing remains endemic to the 
academe to this day.  In addition to champions such as Laurel Richardson who published her 
pivotal critique of the academy, Fields of Play, twenty-three years ago, she has been readily 
joined in company in more recent times by the reactions and rebellions towards the power and 
pressure of the dominant discourse—or orthodoxy or dogma—of the present-day academe.   
Consider, for example, Lynn Fels’ “Catching my breath: In full flight over the prairies,”24 
Celeste Snowber’s  “Let the body out: A love letter to the academy from the body,”25 Heesoon 
Bai’s “Life as Curriculum and Pedagogy,”26and Carl Leggo’s  “Poetry in the Academy: A 
Language of Possibility.”27 
As for a statement of the task-at-hand, the manifesto for this new vanguard of the 
profession proffering renewed and recrafted values of integrity and civility to steward 
intellectual interchange and reward, the author opines that Arthur Bochner has succinctly 
encapsulated this mission with a pithy sage-like lamentation.  He suggests that Bochner’s 
insights are a call to arms to surely invigorate academic newcomers to topple the citadel in his 
footsteps and other innovators such as Richardson, Fels, Snowber, Bai and Leggo.  Bochner28 
remarks: 
Even when we began to feel that these forms and traditions of inquiry didn’t 
speak to us, we could see no way out, no options.  So many of us gave up or 
gave in, or should I say, we caved into the pressure and power of the dominant 
discourse within which we work.  We became stale, stagnant, discouraged. 
As the forthcoming pages shall demonstrate, the author clearly declares his party affiliation; his 
intent to join the front-ranks of the battalion fighting this cause.  As Bochner states: 
We realize that how a story is told shapes what the story can tell.  Thus, our 
desire to tell new and different stories rests on our capacity to liberate ourselves 
from restrictive, conventional modes of telling . . ..  We resist the temptation 
to put old wine in new bottles. 
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The author must impress that he sought out this party affiliation long ago; in the 
aftermath, in the immediate aftermath of receiving comments from one of those 
aforementioned tawdry professors.  Like buckshot penetrating his buttocks, he received from 
no less than a well-worn shotgun in the hands of a trigger-happy professor roaming their range 
to seek out disenfranchised poachers, none other than the students they make their breakfasts 
with, a most vile and demeaning set of comments ripe with arrogance and elitism.  And the 
author was only in his third semester of undergraduate university.  How did he deserve 
comments that almost tasted of acrimony?  What did he do beyond filling a seat to listen to a 
professor reign in authority and voice pontifications in the name of true knowledge?  A cheap 
shot indeed!  In fact, an exemplary one, the author surmises. 
And the professor said unto the student as inscribed on the final page of his term essay: 
Your style is pompous and pretentious, full of errors in syntax and 
vocabulary. 
[A]n incredible potpourri of half-baked ideas.  Lexical meaning is usually 
the accepted social & cultural meaning.  Poets are not free to ignore the rules of 
meaning: improvisation is a talent based on knowledge & discipline. 
Your theories are really devoid of any logic. 29 
The author can only fathom that the professor did not exercise the requisite duty of care 
accorded to them in their profession.  Significantly, the professor failed to attend to any 
contemplation of the enduring impact such a choice of words may have on the author’s well-
being, even in the long term, as these words continue to reverberate, cause and shape meaning 
in the triumvirate of his personal, professional and intellectual lives.  
Returning back to the matter of typography, the author has a further story to tell.  He 
remembers spending many of his summer and Christmas vacations at his maternal aunt and 
uncle’s home in Victoria.  He particularly remembers with great fondness the occasions he 
accompanied his uncle down to his print shop just off of Bastion Square on Wharf Street, 
number 1213 if he remembers correctly.  At the end of every visit, his uncle would gift him a 
big box of cut offs, different colours, shapes and sizes of paper; trimmings from paper stock he 
had cut down to meet the requirements of particular print jobs.  For the author, his uncle’s 
gesture was a welcomed bounty.  The author used these cut offs for his artwork back at home.  
He had a steady supply of these big boxes coming into his hands from about age five to fifteen.  
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His big thing to do in childhood with markers, poster paints and brushes in hand was to make 
signs.  As his artistic vision matured as a teenager, the author turned his attention to using these 
cut offs for his printmaking projects; drypoint etchings, linocuts, collagraphs and silk-
screenings were his usual metier as he grew older.  And let’s not forget Letraset, those typeface 
transfers he pressed into place on his more experimental art pieces.  He remembers his 
penchant for Helvetica, always making up words in Helvetica in its variety of different point 
sizes and integrating them to punctuate the themes of his social protest art.   
What the author particularly relished at the print shop was watching his uncle set up 
type either on the magnificent and very much mechanical Linotype machine or by hand in a 
case that looked something like an abacus.  His uncle would sit in front of the Linotype machine 
and start punching letters out at a keyboard looking like an old Remington-Rand typewriter.  
Then, down a chute at its back, these freshly minted silver slabs of type would appear.  The 
author was always cautioned to not touch them right away because they would be piping hot, 
fresh from their previous molten state.  It was always neat to look at the inverted type that 
dressed its edge ready to be inserted into the offset printer.   
It was quite another experience when his uncle set up typeface by hand.  He had these 
cabinets with drawers stocked choc-a-bloc full of these wooden blocks.  Row upon row of 
different typefaces of every conceivable size sat in these drawers.  The author was awestruck 
by how his uncle laid out these blocks and then arranged them into words to be set into this 
abacus-looking case or frame.  He remembers that his uncle had this large key he used to lock 
each block into place.  And with a few twists, this frame was ready for insertion into one of his 
presses.  As he was assembling these blocks together, he would always remind the author that 
they were made at the turn-of-the-century, that is, the last century, the twentieth century. 
In the role the author has taken in this initial section of the dissertation as compositor 
and typesetter of the texts rendering quotations, the author cherishes his memories of creating 
art, signage as a child and abstract serigraphs as a teenager.  He saw this particular project 
within his dissertation as an opportunity to put his dusty-old and long-forgotten artist’s cap 
back on again and think that he is playing with a few rolls of Letraset, replete with a range of 
fonts and point sizes; or as an opportunity to imagine that he is back at his uncle’s print shop 
but this time, he is at the helm setting up the print job.   
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He always wanted to sit at the Linotype machine and insert the paper into the printer.  
The author thought that through this project he could execute a print job from start to finish 
without a caring and paternal uncle saying, ‘mind your hands, mind your fingers!’  The author’s 
uncle was always so worried that his hands were near the blades of the paper cutter or the 
platen of the printer or the molten lead of the Linotype.   
So, with respect to the author’s use of layout, typeface and point size, he encourages 
his reader to have some charity.  It has been his objective to cast these quotations in some 
pseudo-Victorian book layout with an elegant, handcrafted and well-conceived typeface and a 
range of different point sizes to lend emphasis and de-emphasis wherever it may be required.  
He has also aspired to some quasi-legal or quasi-parliamentarian address in the elements of 
composition and language he has chosen.  In his attempt to convey a critique of the academy 
within this assemblage of quotations, he presumed that some semblance of the boilerplate of 
an early legal decree or a piece of parliamentary legislation may be fitting to underscore the 
political dimension of the power quests and quarrels within academic institutions.  At the end 
of the day, however, this attempt at securing a particular cosmetic to issue forth these 
quotations by punctuating them with a critique or message via layout, font and point size may 
be stillborn; and possibly seen to have an affected or pretentious quality.  Perhaps rightly so.  
After all, the author shall unabashedly tell you that he wanted every opportunity to play with 
art forms within this dissertation, typography being high on the list.  The author asks the reader 
to consider the forthcoming section as a work of art with layers of meaning hopefully eking 
through.  More particularly, he wishes the reader to consider it as a work-in-progress and 
accommodate its imperfections and incompleteness, both substantive and aesthetic.   
However, before getting on with this typographically rich section, the author wishes 
to pull the reader back to the main thrust, the main purpose of this section on quotations: his 
Desert Island choices.  What literary, philosophical, political and scientific musings would he 
take with him in the form of quotations to a desert island?  What do these quotations afford in 
terms of giving some insight into the narratives he has chosen to present in the following pages?  
How do these quotations provide tell-tales about the author’s life, material, physical, 
intellectual and artistic?  Does the flow and sequence or schemata of these quotations afford 
for the reader a platform by which to review the author’s intellectual life?   Can the reader find 
meaningful juxtapositions, contradictions and impasses within the construct of these 
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quotations?  Does the design and placement of these quotations illuminate other attributes or 
qualities of the author not necessarily revealed in their substantive texts?  Does the author 
remain a mystery to a greater or lesser degree within the conjunction of the rollout of these 
quotations and the following narratives?  
In this last regard, the author wishes to impart his impression of Carl Leggo’s 
pedagogy.  His pedagogy begats the element of chance and an appreciation of the unfathomable 
unknown; the ‘meandering of meaning’ that Carl spoke about in his discussion above about 
fragments. 
In his graduate composition class, Carl Leggo shared one of his early experiences of 
writing a thesis for graduate school.  Carl remarked that in a moment of frustration he cut up 
all of his quotations into snippets of paper in, he suggested, a ‘Derrida-like’ fashion.  He then 
cast them into the air to watch them fall into particular constellations.  As Carl told his story, 
the image of the game of pick-up sticks came into my mind.  Like these sticks, the author 
imagined that each quotation had to be picked up tactically, tactfully and tactilely without 
knocking the other quotations out of their newfound firmament.    Each and every successful 
pick-up was a gateway into the reader’s consciousness with the quotation at-the-ready for a 
new expositional deployment.30 
Following suit with Rita Irwin, in the section that follows immediately, the author 
makes reference to the quotations he has selected as epigraphs.  In this array of epigraphs that 
the author has chosen, ostensibly to cart off with him on a trek to a desert island, he hopes that 
the reader will find at least some aspect of the nexus of the corporeal and linguistic, the psychic 
and institutional that fashioned together the consciousness and being of the fellow who now 
delivers the Timmerman narratives. 
Significantly, the section following immediately tells the story behind the author’s 
induction into the mode of story-telling practice that frames these narratives.  It details the 
apparatus used to tell them through, he hopes, an intelligent and appealing use of graphic 
design; specifically, the epigraphs, typography, writing principles, methodology deployed to 
illuminate the visual, poetic and prose narratives that comprise this autobiographical inquiry 
into the his creative capacities from early childhood to senior adulthood. 
The author wishes to add one more thing before he gives way to his reader to peruse 
the concatenation of quotations—or rather epigraphs—that await her or him.  The reader shall 
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find some of these quotations bulky and cumbersome.  They may leave her or him with the 
taste that the author could have purged or thinned  some of the more lengthily ones to instil a 
poetic ring in the reader’s experience of them; redact perhaps some of the substantive parts of 
the quotation to produce a better soundbyte or a still richly meaningful aesthetic object at least 
in the aural sense.  Goodness knows, the author has harped on in the preceding paragraphs his 
desire to express some artistry within these pages.  So, why not?  Why haven’t the quotations 
always been tailored for the reader to elicit a poetically sculptured evocation from these 
quotations?   
First, the author must attest that he diligently attended to excerpting his important 
keepsake articles of thought for presentation in this scrapbook.  Before he took out his scissors 
and paste to mount these keepsakes in the formation he saw fit amongst his other keepsake 
passages, he poured over their texts to cut away, to pare them down by way of ellipses and 
other editorial devices with the intention of preserving a reasonable economy; that is, one 
without corrupting or adulterating the scopes and meanings the original authors intended of 
their ideas.   
Second, in light of these concatenations of quotations being a rendering of his cognitive 
map, his intellectual life in review, the author dashed the aesthetic implications of the particular 
carving of the quotation he was making.   When he determined that it was in his better interest 
to stuff in as much of the quotation’s text as possible into a spot on the page, he forewent the 
luxury of abiding by the timbral quality of words to delimit his editing.  He did so for two 
purposes.   
With the idea of being stuck on a desert island, he wanted to stuff as much of his 
intellectual equipment into his suitcases, that is, his pack or satchel.  If indeed these quotations 
represented his cognitive map, his intellectual life in review, the author wished the reader to 
have as comprehensive view as possible of the author’s mindscape.  He believed that this better 
afforded the reader with some kind of tangible resource to discern the intellectual pillars upon 
which the author attended to in the creation of his narratives.  Indeed, he did this at the expense 
of the aesthetic propensities of his project irrespective of his artistic inclinations; hence, his 
cautions about the imperfections or incompleteness of this project.   
To be sure, he may return to the present rendering at a later date, in another 
enterprise, to lend greater aesthetic nuance to his quotations by sculpting or moulding them 
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differently.  For the present purposes, the author hopes that he has provided his reader with 
some apparati by which to penetrate the depths of meanings within his following narratives. 
Just one more thing:  inasmuch as the author has slightly manipulated these quotations 
while not, in his view, tampering with their integrity, he has not modified them to meet 
current scholarly conventions such as on the matter of gender.  For example, respecting his 
deployment of a quotation written in 1911 by British linguist, John Rupert Firth, he has not 
corrected Firth’s language to meet the most reasonable current standard of gender equality.  
Rather, the author wished the reader to experience these quotations in the context of which 
they are tempered for their times.  Especially, with regard to Firth, his subject matter and his 
discipline, anthropological linguistics if you will, there is distinctly a colonial feel to his manner 
of speech and approach to his topic.  This is indeed one of the layers of meaning that the reader 
can elicit from his otherwise reasonable and informative considerations on speech.  To be sure, 
the author may have chosen under different circumstances the exposition of a more 
contemporary scholar of a non-chauvinist, non-sexist and non-racist ilk on this subject matter.  
However, bearing in mind that he seeks to exposit his life in review through these quotations, 
his choice of Firth reflects how the pervasiveness of a certain attitude remained sixty years after 
Firth’s publication during the intellectual climate of the 1970’s.  Thus, the journey the author 
takes his reader through by way of these quotations is intended to reflect the socio-linguistic 
milieu in which he was exposed to them, replete with their outmoded and unenlightened 
cultural artefacts.     
The author shall now hoist the curtain up on this supplementary feature of his 
dissertation, this newsreel preceding the main attraction, with the hope of meeting the 
predilections of his awaiting audience.  




















Gellner’s Words and Things was the first academic treatise I ever purchased,  
in 1971. My grade eleven rhetoric teacher, Dr Don Dashwood-Jones ignited 
















artwork and handwritten preamble to “Pastiche: a vulgar pun,”  





A shattering of  scholarly touchstones  that gave way to 
  
the  creation  of this  dissertation 
 
 
The more I read, the more I felt I understood.  The book lived with me 
for months.  Everyday I entered the text, inserting my self between its lines.  
Faded playing cards flagged particular pages, a joker here, queen of hearts there.  
Pencil marks underline words.  My hand-written thoughts flooded the margins 
with big question marks hanging in the boarders like hooks waiting for a catch I 
could reel in.  Tea and chocolate stains blemished the wrinkled, dog-eared pages.  
And the cover with K-man’s photo was worn having been opened and closed so 
many times.  For a spell the book and I were inseparable.  But somewhere along 
the path we parted ways.  Like a first true love, the book vanished.  I’m not sure 




For all that I am, in flight, and will become, living in the gap between past 
and future, I seek solace and guidance in those I quote, their words lifting me to 
new realms of interstanding.  I see as if for the first time what I have come to 
recognize in the presence and grace of others.  That in our work, together and 




We should not neglect the fact that some biographies—written by people that 
have authority in the academy—finally invest this authority in a book, which for 
centuries, sometimes after the death of an author, represents the truth.  The 
“truth”.  If someone interested in biography writes: “The Life and works of 
Heidegger”, and it’s well documented, apparently consistent, and it’s the only 
one, published under the authority of a good press, then Heidegger’s life image 
is fixed and stabilized for centuries.  That’s why I would say that sometimes the one 
who reads a text by a philosopher, even for an instance just one tiny paragraph, and 
interprets it in a rigorous, inventive and powerfully deciphering fashion, is more of a real 





















Predispositions, predilections and preoccupations 
 





Preludes intended to elucidate the tales I tell 
 
Touchstones representing dominant 
  




now woven poetically 
  

































































being Jewish / not being Jewish 
 






. . . “to explore, at a personal level, the heart’s dark 
forest” because I am convinced that only by attending 
to personal locations, and the stories composed there, 
can I ever learn how to live well in public and political 














Boundaries & signposts 
 
Foundations & contexts 
 









The roundabouts, junctions, bridges  
& straightaways 
 
The Typography, Methodology  
& Writing principles 
 
 
Reaching out to the 
 















The Oxford English Dictionary 
 
3.  A short quotation or pithy sentence placed at the 
commencement of a work, a chapter, etc. to indicate 
the leading idea or sentiment; a motto. 
 
 




“And write me new my future’s epigraph.”35 
 
 
 Amplifying the pivotal didactics 
 
Offered by this motto  
 
The life span of man running toward death would 
inevitably carry everything human to ruin and 
destruction if it were not for the faculty which is 
inherent in action like an ever-present reminder that 
men, though they must die, are not born in order to die 
but in order to begin. . . . It is, in other words, the birth 
of new men and the new beginning, the action they are 
capable by being born.  Only the full experience of this 
capacity can bestow upon human affairs faith and hope 
. . . . 
Hannah Arendt36 
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On the matter of the present work’s  
Scholarship 
 
Enterprises and Excursuses   
 
 
I AM  Astonished  BY 
 
 
This book was written under somewhat difficult circumstances.  I was at the time 
increasingly marginalized and indeed isolated within the academic community.  
This is not, necessarily, a handicap.  Tenure in the academy today, the approval 
of one’s professional peers, the assistance and laurels in their giving, are not 
infrequently symptoms of opportunism and mediocre conventionality.  A degree 
of exclusion, of compelled apartness, may be one of the conditions of valid work.  
Scientific research and advance are in substantial measure and logic collaborative.  
In the humanities, in the disciplines of intuitive discourse, committees, colloquia, 
the conference circuit are the bane.  Nothing is more ludicrous than the roll-call 
of academic colleagues and sponsors set out in grateful footnotes at the bottom 
of trivia.  In poetics, in philosophy, in hermeneutics, work worth doing will more 




Intrigued  BY 
 
 
 [I]t is not good, only confusing and distracting, to be obliged to work out the 
later developments of . . .[the author’s] . . . thought by way of a bewildering 
array of new footnotes, references to books which have not yet been published, 
highly compressed and partly conflicting appendices.  To make matters worse, 
the appendices, in particular, are largely concerned with very technical questions; 
in consequence, although the appendices are by no means irrelevant to . . . [the 
author’s] . . . central theme, they are likely to conceal and indeed work against 









Enlightened  BY 
 
 
This is what I.C. Jarvie has christened as the thoroughness mentality.  This 
mentality suited well times of veneration of the written word, especially when it 
came in fits and starts, when commentaries were meant to restore the original 
word and its sanctity.  Even today there are still writers, good, bad, and 
indifferent, who dare not express themselves, or do not wish to, except by 
presenting such strings of scholarship, and who hesitate to publish the strings 
unless they appear with no gap and bear testimonies to their authors’ 
omniscience.  Other writers prefer to write their own smooth text and add a 
string of pearls to support them as marginal notes, much in the style emulated 
here.  Texts without scholarship, I am repeatedly told, and emphatically so, are 
dismissed out of hand.  All counterexamples to this are declared special cases—
and with much justice: scholarship or no scholarship, any volume not dismissed 
out of hand is, eo ipso, a special case. 
. . . . 
 
A final note to the future compiler of notes and references.  There are 
ever so many scholars who will always be able to tell you how many important 
references you have missed.  To try and check all the references they suggest is 
to start developing into a scholar: it is a full-time job.  It is not surprising that the 
learned scholar is unable to discriminate: he is too busy compiling references to 
think and to learn to think.  He even holds the opinion that having sufficiently 
many references at your fingertip is the best form of scholarly thinking, whereas 




Nurtured  BY 
 
 
In my study of Dewey, I was assisted by a number of scholars.  I owe a 
debt of gratitude to my mentor at the London School of Economics, Prof. 
Michael Oakeshott.  I had the temerity to write my doctoral dissertation under 
his supervision, knowing full well what he thought of John Dewey.  His sense of 






Inspired  BY 
 
 
The most commonly adopted methodological position, in effect, puts 
Inductivism on a ‘back burner’ for the present and temporarily puts a different 
requirement, ‘Conventionalism’, in its place along with Justificationism.  It will 
be argued here that, despite the attendant smoke, noise and celebration, the 
methodological controversies of the early 1960s were merely family squabbles.  
That is to say, virtually all economic methodologists bow to the Problem of 
Induction [possible recent exceptions are Latsis, 1972; Wong, 1973; Newman, 
1976; Coddington, 1979].  Since this problem is insolvable without an inductive 
logic, most methodological arguments in economics today are about the 
appropriate way to circumvent the Problem of Induction. 
Lawrence A. Boland41 
 
 
Illuminated  BY 
 
 
In How Professors Think: Inside the Curious World of Academic Judgement, 
Michèle Lamont (2009) researches scholarly peer review processes for 
fellowships and research grants.  She notes that, “evaluation is a process that is 
deeply emotional and interactional” (p. 8), and she recognizes that, “the goal of a 
consistent and unified process is utopian” (p. 201).  She identifies “homophily (an 
appreciation for work that resembles one’s own)” (p.8) as a major challenge in 
peer evaluation: “Apparently, equating ‘what looks most like you’ with 
‘excellence’ is so reflexive as to go unnoticed by some” (p. 131).  Peer review is 
no more reliable than the judging of figure skating or refereeing a Canucks hockey 
game.  Lamont hopes her book “will make evaluators more aware of the influence 
of their personal ‘tastes’ and, particularly, more concerned with actively 
countering their own idiosyncratic judgements” (p. 247).  I admire Lamont’s 
optimism, but I certainly do not share it.  After twenty-three years in the 
academy, I am convinced that fundamentals rule the roost by pretending to be 






Elucidated  BY 
 
 
For my part, I suggest, if ever you decide to write, that you write first and 
read afterwards; you will find it much easier and much more enjoyable.  Abandon 
entirely the old mode of the commentator, and when you write, make writing 
your central activity, not your reading.  Let your imagination run wild and serve 
you as a source of information.  Read after you write, in order to check what you 
wrote.  Reading may then show you in error.  You can then correct your 
manuscript either by erasing the error or replacing it with its better alternative, 
or keep the error there as a step in the development of the views that you present 
to your reader.  When it is of interest, I recommend retaining an old error (as an 
error, of course) and adding the correction.  One way or another this will give 
you ample opportunity to document and annotate too, if you wish.  And do not 
worry if not every page is documented, or else annotate without any 
documentation.  For my part, I recommend giving the notes something of an 
artistic coherence, a peculiar style and a leitmotif or two.  But this goes above 
and beyond the standard requirement.  (I recommend it, though: it is much fun.) 
Joseph Agassi43  
 
 
Educated  BY 
 
 
. . . I’ve designed an assignment that asks teachers-in-training to write in the 
entirely unfamiliar (and perhaps, even, nonexistent) genre of the institutional 
autobiography, a genre which . . . unites the seemingly opposed worlds of the 
personal—where one is free, unique, and outside of history—and the 
institutional—where one is constrained, anonymous, and imprisoned by the 
accretion of past practices.  In this genre, one still considers the conventional 
questions that reside at the heart of the autobiographical enterprise: questions 
about how one has become the person one has, overcome the obstacles one has, 
achieved what one has.  The overriding goal, though, is to locate one’s evolving 
narrative within a specific range of institutional contexts, shifting attention from 
the self to the nexus where the self and the institution meet.  So inflected, the 
questions that drive the institutional autobiography become: What experiences 
have led you to teach, study read, and write in the ways you do?  What 
institutional policies have promoted or inhibited your success?  What shape or 
texture has your life in institutions given to your dreams of release?  
Richard E. miller44 
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Indulged  BY 
 
 
In order to foster scholarly relevance in education, we need language and 
concepts and perspectives that will awaken us to new ways of seeing and knowing 
and being and becoming.  We need to transcend what we know (or at least think 
we know), and we need to contest our clichés, and we need to acknowledge and 
open up to new possibilities, especially regarding our relationships to the world, 
to words, to ourselves, and to one another.  How nimble and limber are our 
imaginations?  Could we fit our imaginations into a thimble?  Ernst Bloch (2006) 
claims that philosophers need to promote more wonder: “Almost no one kept up 




Guided  BY 
 
 
I looked at the plain cardboard box into which I had crammed all the 
supporting documents, copies of articles written, CV, application letter, etc. etc. 
etc. and I take heart.  This is not the performance of who I desire to be.  I cross 
the street to the hardware store, and purchase a laundry basket.  Then, I scoot 
next-door to the children’s store, and purchase helium balloons.  When I explain 
to the sales clerk what I am plotting, she laughs, and gives me a discount.  And 
so it is, I deliver my tenure package in a laundry basket with balloons, red, blue, 
and yellow, announcing my arrival, balloons and breasts bouncing with each step. 
 
An act of resistance.  A hopeful reclaiming of who I once thought I was, a 
celebration of who I hope to be, beyond the expectations of who I perceive 
(wrongly perhaps) the academy anticipates.  The receptionist receiving my tenure 
package is not amused.  “Put it over there.”  She points to a pile of prim boxes 
piled neatly on a table.  “I guess you’ll have to put it on the floor.”  She dismisses 
me, turning her back to the scene.  But I am confident in this performative 
moment.  Now, whenever I think about my tenure application and its glacial 
progress through the system, I smile and consider my laundry basket in full flight 
over the prairies, travelling distances I have not yet begun to imagine.  I have not 













What do scholars want? 
I don’t know.   
Do you? 




And Informed  BY  Russell Jacoby’s  
 
Utterly Compelling Contextual Analysis  
 
 
. . . . [T]he habitat, manners, and idiom of intellectuals have been transformed 
within the past fifty years.  Younger intellectuals no longer need or want a larger 
public; they are almost exclusively professors.  Campuses are their homes; colleges 
their audience; monographs and specialized journals their media.  Unlike past 
intellectuals they situate themselves within fields and disciplines—for good reason. 
Their jobs, advancement, and salaries depend upon the evaluation of specialists, and 
this dependence affects the issues broached and the language employed. 
 
 
Academics write for professional journals that, unlike little magazines, create 
insular societies.  The point is not the respective circulation—professional 
periodicals automatically sent to members may list circulation far higher than small 
literary reviews—but the different relationship with the lay public.  The professors 
share an idiom and a discipline.  Gathering in annual conferences to compare notes, 
they constitute their own universe.  A “famous” sociologist or art historian means 
famous to other sociologists or art historians, not to anyone else.  As intellectuals 
became academics, they had no need to write in a public prose; they did not, and 
finally they could not. 
 
 . . . . Most scholarly literature included summaries of the argument or 
findings; the fact of publication far outweighed any quibbling over style.  These 
imperatives increasingly determined how professors both read and wrote; they 
cared for substance, not form.  Academic writing developed into unreadable 
communiques sweetened by thanks to colleagues and superiors.  Of course crabbed 
academic writing is not new; again, the extent, not the novelty, is the issue. 
. . . Continued  
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. . . . The issue is not their talent, courage, or politics.  Rather, the 
occasion to master a public prose did not arise; consequently, their writings 
lacked a public impact. . . . 
 
The full weight of academization hit the generation born after 1940; they 
grew up in a world where nonuniversity intellectuals hardly existed.  As earlier 
generations of intellectuals seldom considered university careers, so the obverse 
became true: this new generation barely considered an intellectual life outside 
the university.  In each case “consider” means to appraise the real choices; it 
reflects the transformed social realities, not simply transformed desires. 
 
These social realities did not only dictate a change in prose; they 
encouraged a complete renovation of intellectual identity and self-identity.  
Almost from adolescence the post-1940 intellectuals grew up in a university 
environment; its trappings and forms became theirs.  For instance, the planning 
and execution of a doctoral dissertation—often ridiculed by the outsider—
loomed large.  It was the ticket for a serious academic post, for life as an 
intellectual; it consumed years of nervous energy, if not research and writing.  
For many young intellectuals it was the cultural event and contest of their lives. 
 
When completed it could not be ignored; the dissertation became part of 
them.  The research style, the idiom, the sense of the “discipline,’ and one’s place 
in it: these branded their intellectual souls.  And more: the prolonged, often 
humiliating, effort to write a thesis to be judged by one’s doctoral advisor and a 
“committee” of experts gave rise to a network of dense relations—and 
deference—that clung to their lives and future careers.  Even if they wished, and 
frequently they did not, the younger intellectuals could not free themselves from 
this past. . . . 
 
Nor was the possibility of intellectual life outside the university enticing 
for post-1940 intellectuals.  Writing as a free-lancer made as much sense as 
homesteading: the open space did not exist.  The shrinking cultural space—
acknowledged or unacknowledged—herded younger intellectuals into the 
university.  If academic salaries and security were the carrot, the decline of 







On the matter of the present work’s  
Typography 
 
typefaces of perpetua & Perpetua titling MT 
 
 
I Ruminated on 
 
 
As a boy I composed a newspaper with my brother.  We had a little printing set 
with letters etched in rubber and an ink pad that always left our fingers stained.  
We laboriously composed the text and printed it and sold the paper to our 
mother. 






. . . . Many people now cannot form legible letterforms at all except by tapping 
on a keyboard. . .. How do you expect to be able to cook good food or make 
good love when you write with prefabricated letters?  How do you expect to have 
good music if you live on a diet of bad Helvetica and even worse Times Roman . 
. .? 
 
A typographic mind is just as alert to the invisible as to the visible.  It is a 
mind with at least four feet: one in the visual, one in the manual, one in the 
lingual, and one in the logical.  Each of these feet have several toes: abstract, 
tactile, aural.  Crickets, as you may know, have taste buds in their toes and ears 
in their front kneecaps.  Typographers are equally bizarre.  Their ears are in their 
eyes; their tongues are in their hands.  It is their fingers more than their lips that 
constantly threaten to move as they read. 
  
. . . . A typographer is a kind of scribe: one who has learned through patient 
apprenticeship, how to work at second hand, replacing fingers, pen, and brush 
with a network of machines.  It may seem that she works most of the time in the 
visual mode, but the typographer’s first allegiance is not to anything graphic; her 
allegiance is to language and to something beyond language: to that quality in 
things—I like to call it poetry—which calls language into being.  
 
. . . . Typography is the sound of one hand speaking, vivid in the mind’s eye, 






Humane Typography will often be comparatively rough and even uncouth;  
but while a certain uncouthness does not seriously matter in humane works, 
uncouthness has no excuse whatever in the productions of the machine.  So   
while in an industrialist society it is technically easy to print any kind of thing, in 
a humane society only one kind of thing is easy to print, but there is every scope 
for variety and experiment in the work itself.  The more elaborate and fanciful 
the industrial article becomes, the more nauseating it becomes—elaboration and 
fancifulness in such things are inexcusable.  But there is every excuse for 
elaboration and fancy in the works of human beings, provided that they work and 
live according to reason; and it is instructive to note that in the early days of 
printing, when humane exuberance had full scope, printing was characterized by 
simplicity and decency; but that now, when such exuberance no longer exists in 
the workman (except when he is not at work), printing is characterized by every 
kind of vulgarity of display and complicated indecency. 
Eric Gill51  
 
 
And deliberated upon 
 
 
. . . . [A] set of drawings of a finely serified type by a contemporary practitioner 
of lettering could be best made by one who was either an engraver on metal or 
wood; or, preferably, a sculptor on stone or slate.  On this analysis the problem 
became soluble, and [Eric] Gill was the obvious man to solve it.  He was asked to 
make drawings of the letters he had long been habitually carving.  . . .  
 
. . . Perpetua is a design appropriate for select classes of work with which a certain 
obvious degree of ‘style’ is desired, as for example, the semi-private printing 
with which Gill was for a long time intimately associated. . ..  A sculptor does 
not work in small sizes, and is not compelled to regard the economic use of space 
as his first law.  It must follow that any letters he cuts and a typefounder 
reproduces will look their best not in small sizes in books but in large sizes in 
placards.  Perpetua may be judged in the small sizes to have achieved the object 
of providing a distinguished form for a distinguished text; and in the large sizes, 
a noble, monumental appearance. 





On the matter of the present work’s  
Photography 
 
And Use of other Expressive Arts 
 
 
In my life writing and poetry I have surrendered to any anticipation that I can tell 
a complete story, or even a coherent story.  Instead my stories emerge as mosaics 
of coloured glass or fragments that catch the light or evoke memories or hold 
traces of sensory experiences that might have been or might be.  Winterson 
(2001) reminds me that “there are so many lives packed into one” (p. 119), and 
that “the one life we think we know is only the window that is open on the screen” 
(pp. 119-120).  There are always other stories, other possibilities, other 
windows. 
 
With a commitment to other possibilities, I offer stories, poems, 
ruminations, quotations, and photos like windows opening up, closing, sliding 
on the screen.  I offer a few photos from childhood as performance of images for 
conjuring stories—invented, reflected, refracted, reframed.  As King (2003) 
understands, “what the camera allows you to do is to invent, to create.  That’s 
really what photographs are.  Not records of moments, but rather imaginative 
acts” (p. 42).  And in the way of imagination, photographs invite stories, 
interpretive possibilities for attending to writing in light.  And I include my 
poems, in part as exemplars to illustrate my discussion, but also as performative 
texts that interrupt the flow of my expository writing in order to prevent a 
seemingly seamless texture that masks the tensile and tension-filled weaving of 





The son engages with one of his father’s cameras, attempting to snap a shot,  
partake in the legacy his father left as an accomplished amateur photographer,  
who revered and partook in the tradition of Henri Cartier-Bresson.54 
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ON the matter of the present work’s  
Writing principles 
 
Adopted for   
 
the performance of this dissertation 
 
 
Performance plays on the “the edge of chaos” where patterns of 
interrelations and interconnections are continually created and recreated through 
an “endless dance of co-emergence” . . . . It is not the dance but the interplay that 
is our research and space of curricular inquiry.  To entertain performative inquiry 
as a research vehicle and curricular place of learning is to recognize risk, the 
unexpected embodied in performative action and interaction that opens us to 
possibility and impossibility. 
 
A playful etymological reading of the word performance brings us to form as 
structure and ance as action, as in (d)ance.  Performance is then both form and 
action.  It is the duplicity and complicity of the prefix per in the word performance 
that gives us pause.  A momentary stop.  Per prescribes the adjacent form and 
brings with it the meaning of “utterly, throughout and thorough,” but also, “to 
do away, away entirely or to (the) destruction of.”  So we may read performance 
as meaning that simultaneously through form and through the destruction of form we come 
to action.  Understanding that action is “knowing, doing, being, creating” . . . we 
recognize the learning that happens through performance. 
Lynn Fels55  
 
 
 What’s the difference between a poor play and a good one?  I think there is a 
very simple way of comparing them.  A play in performance is a series of 
impressions; little dabs, one after another, fragments of information or feeling in 
a sequence which stirs the audience’s perceptions.  A good play sends many such 
messages, often several at a time, often crowding, jostling, overlapping one 
another.  The intelligence, the feelings, the memory, the imagination are all 
stirred.  In a poor play, the impressions are well spaced out, they lope along in 
single file, and in the gaps the heart can sleep while the mind wanders to the day’s 







as Drawn from   
 
the words of These Authors  
 
 
You shall know a word by the company it keeps! 
John Rupert Firth57 
 
 
. . . [A] significant attribute of writing is the ability to communicate not only with 
others but with oneself.  A permanent record enables one to reread as well as 
record one’s own thoughts and jottings.  In this way one can review and 
reorganize one’s own work, reclassify what one has already classified, rearrange 
words, sentences and paragraphs in a variety of ways, some of which can now be 
effectively carried out by using an electronic typewriter or personal computer.  
The way that information is reorganized as it is recopied gives us an invaluable 




I was just having fun with words.  It was literally a nonsense song.  I mean Dylan 
does that: anybody does it, you know.  They just take words and stick them 
together and see if they have any meaning: some of them do and some of them 
don’t. 
John Winston Lennon59 
 
 
Her language, too, inspired me.  For instance, the phrases “rhetorical bullshit” 
and “disingenuous motherfucker.”  “Bullshit” and “motherfucker” I had heard 
before, of course, but what kind of bullshit gets to be “rhetorical,” and what need 
a motherfucker do to be considered a “disingenuous motherfucker”?  “Bourgeoisie 
Negro” was another. . .. I would feel the passion behind her words and know she 




I do not want to pretend that I know what a poem means, especially not a poem 
I have written.  I want to move past meaning in a kind of meandering that still 
might teach me where I am going, or might be going, or might have been going, 
or might never have been going.  My fascination is always with the shapes in the 
ceiling that can only be seen with a child’s eyes while lying on the floor. 
Carl Leggo61 
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If I were asked to give the most distinctive quality of good writing, I should 
express it in this one word: VISUAL.  Reduce the art of writing to its 
fundamentals and you come to this single aim:  to convey images by means of 




I personally have only vague visual imaginings; it is usually only with difficulty 
that I can recall a clear, vivid picture before my mind.  (It is different with music.)  
Rather, I think in terms of schemata, of dispositions to follow up a certain “line” 
of thought, and very often in terms of words, especially when I am about to write 
down some ideas.  And I often find myself mistaken in the belief that I “have got 
it”, that I have grasped a thought clearly: when trying to write it down I may find 
that I have not got it yet.  This “it”, this something that I may not have got, which 
I cannot be quite certain that I have got before I have written it down, or at any 
rate formulated it in language so clearly that I can look at it critically from various 
sides, this “it” is the thought in the objective sense . . . . 
Karl Raimund Popper63 
 
 




If the self is primarily a linguistic device, and the identity of the self 
primarily the experience of control over one’s powers, one fundamental 
conclusion is inescapable.  To present an infallible self is to present one which has 
unshakable control over words.  It is amazing how little we realize this even after 
Dale Carnegie’s unambiguous message: “It matters not what you mean: you and 
those around you become according to what you say. . . . The proper word or 
phrase, properly delivered, is the highest attainment of human interpersonal 
power.  The easy handling of the verbal context of action gives the only possibility 
of direct exercise of control over others. . . . [For example] . . . there are . . . 
[even a] . . . very few of us who have not at some time felt that we could really 
destroy a rival or a particularly hated person, if we delivered just the right curse, 
with the proper amount of vehement concentration. . . . A word can take form 





. . . . Writing confers permanency and facilitates records.  As a record of earlier 
or supposed earlier and authoritative decisions or commandments or revelations, 
it has authority: it confers authority on those who can interpret it.  It records not 
merely agreements between men, but between men and God, or between 
societies and their past, and between societies and their destiny.  The authority 
that writing has in internal arrangements—in virtue of the fact that it is a little, 
though not much, harder to tamper with records than it is with memory and 
verbal agreements—spills over onto writings as such, and on the Scribes as such, 
and finally becomes the very model of moral authority.  The paradigm of literate 
societies are societies of the Book—societies in which ultimate moral, legal, and 
cosmological authority resides in a set of writings. . . . Worship of the Book and 
respect for those possessing access to it was a possibility immanent in the very 
discovery of writing. . . . Privileged formulae, utterances, doctrines and 
commandments acquire a life of their own, with which they are endowed by 
script, and this life is mediated for the rest of the society by the literates.  
 
. . . [A] society born to a reverence for language . . through having given language 
a life of its own in a Script . . . . [is] haunted by the conflict between ‘theory’ and 
‘practice’.  For quite apart from the not negligible possibility that what is written 
is not true or valid or sensible or attractive, there is the fact that no natural 
language, and perhaps no language whatsoever, has the capacity of covering 
unambiguously all possible contingencies, even within some given field.  The 
realities of social life are generally more complex than the contingencies and 
alternatives foreseen in doctrinal, moral and jural principles.  Once these 
principles are revered, a society which reveres them faces certain dilemmas: 
either it develops a scholasticism, allowing its learned scribes to build up an 
evermore complex corpus of elaborations, etc., in a hopeless and Sisyphus-like 
effort to catch up with the complexity of life; or it must resign itself, in practice, 
to treating the revered principles as abstract slogans, whose effective application 
is a matter of rather free interpretation. 
 
The general principles, moral, theoretical, or technical, tend to be rather 
feeble: they are formulated in the concepts borrowed from the complexities of 
daily life, and the generalities expressed in them are usually suspect.  In 
consequence the experienced practitioner, the man of action or skill, tends to be 
superior, in practice, to the theoreticians, who are aware of this, sometimes 
bitterly. It tends to confirm them in the suspicion that reality is somehow 
intractable, if not downright contemptible.  (sometimes, of course, the contempt 
is turned inwards, and the theoreticians denounces all theory and himself.) 
Ernest Gellner66   
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I began by observing that you cannot find out what a man means by simply 
studying his spoken or written statements, even though he has spoken or written 
with perfect command of language and perfectly truthful intention.  In order to 
find out his meaning you must also know what the question was (a question in his 
own mind, and presumed by him to be in yours) to which the thing he has said 




Words, seemingly stable, have one particular weakness: their apparent 
stability.  Behind every definite statement, a misunderstanding lies in wait.   
 
In one’s work, certain words shine like lightening on water.  When they 
are written down, their nature is dangerously changed.  The act of writing 
untangles the skein; it becomes more linear and less truthful.  Experience, on the 
other hand, is contiguity of actions, of simultaneous perspectives.  When one 
acts, one is present on different levels of organization at the same time. 
 
Those who have built theatres, but not with stones and bricks, and who 
have written about them, have also generated many misunderstandings.  They 
wanted their words to be bridges between practice and theory, between 
experience and memory, between the performers and the spectators, between 
themselves and their heirs.  But their words were not bridges: they were canoes. 
 
Canoes are slight craft; they fight against the current, cross the river, can 
land on the other bank, but one can never be sure how their cargo will be received 
and used.  We write with the precision of a good craftsman and then, 
incredulously, re-read our texts, which are now far removed from the tensions 
that generated them. 
 
But what, then, is good communication? ‘Good management of 
misunderstandings’, Jean-Marie Pradier, one of the readers of this book when it 
was yet unfinished, judiciously answered me. 
 
Canoes navigate the currents of misunderstanding.  One would like them 
to be the stable pages of a book and instead they are letters.  And we do not know 
if or when they will reach their destination, nor how they will be understood if 





Sex is a profoundly semantic act.  Like language, it is subject to the shaping force 
of social convention, rules of proceeding, and accumulated precedent.  To speak 
and to make love is to enact a twofold universality: both forms of communication 
are universals of human physiology as well as social evolution.  It is likely that 
human sexuality and speech developed in close-knit proximity.  Together they 
generate the history of self-consciousness, the process, presumably millenary and 
marked by numerable regressions, whereby we have hammered out the notion 
of self and otherness. . . . Kinship systems, which are the coding and classification 
of sex for purposes of social survival, are analogous with syntax.  The seminal and 
the semantic functions determine the genetic and social structure of human 
experience.  Together they construe the grammar of being. 
 
The interactions of the sexual and the linguistic accompany our whole 
lives.  But again much of this central area remains unexplored.  If coition can be 
schematized as dialogue, masturbation seems to be correlative with the pulse of 
monologue or of internalized address.  There is evidence that the sexual discharge 
in male onanism is greater than it is in intercourse.  I suspect that the determining 
factor is articulateness, the ability to conceptualize with especial vividness.  In the 
highly articulate individual, the current of verbal-psychic energy flows inward.  
The multiple, intricate relations between speech defects and infirmities in the 
nervous and glandular mechanisms which control sexual and excretory functions 
have long been known, at least at the level of popular wit and scatological lore.  
Ejaculation is at once a physiological and a linguistic concept.  Impotence and 
speech-blocks, premature emission and stuttering, involuntary ejaculation and 
the word-river of dreams are phenomena whose interrelations seem to lead back 
to the central knot of humanity.  Semen, excreta, and words are communicative 
products.  They are transmissions from the self inside the skin to reality outside. 
George Steiner69  
 
When I was a boy, I had a clock with a pendulum which could be lifted 
off.  I found that the clock went very much faster without the pendulum.  If the 
main purpose of the clock is to go, the clock was better for losing its pendulum.  
True, it could no longer tell the time, but that did not matter if one could teach 
oneself to be indifferent to the passage of time.  The linguistic philosophy, which 
cares only about language, and not about the world, is like the boy who preferred 
the clock without the pendulum because, although it no longer told the time, it 
went more easily than before and at a more exhilarating pace. 
Bertrand Russell70 
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[F]or the time being I gave up writing—there is already too much truth 




What I learned in my language classes was the fear of language, the 






Onion’s book on etymology, one of the volumes I frequently  
picked out from my father’s library to peruse 
49 






The Late Professor Paul Feyerabend’s  




Professor Feyerabend’s Appraisal 
 
 
History generally, and the history of revolution in particular, is always 
richer in content, more varied, more many-sided, more lively and subtle than 
even’ the best historian or best methodologist can imagine.  History is full of 
‘accidents and conjunctures and curious juxtapositions of events and it 
demonstrates to us the ‘complexity of human change and the unpredictable 
character of the ultimate consequences of any given act or decision of men’. Are 
we really to believe that the naïve and simple-minded rules which methodologists 
take as their guide are capable of accounting for such a ‘maze of interaction’?  And 
is it not clear that successful participation in a process of this kind is possible only 
for a ruthless opportunist who is not tied to any particular philosophy and who 
adopts whatever procedure seems to fit the occasion? . . . . 
 
Scientific education as we know it today has precisely this aim.  It 
simplifies ‘science’ by simplifying its participants: first, a domain of research is 
defined.  The domain is separated from the rest of history (physics, for example, 
is separated from metaphysics and from theology) and given a ‘logic’ of its own.  
A thorough training in such a ‘logic’ then conditions those working in the domain; 
it makes their actions more uniform and it freezes large parts of the historical process 
as well.  Stable ‘facts’ arise and persevere despite the vicissitudes of history.  An 
essential part of the training that makes such facts appear consists in the in the 
attempt to inhibit intuitions that might lead to a blurring of the boundaries.  A 
person’s religion, for example, or his metaphysics, or his sense of humour (his 
natural sense of humour and not the inbred and always rather nasty kind of 
jocularity one finds in specialized professions) must not have the slightest 
connection with his scientific activity.  His imagination is restrained, and even his 
language ceases to be his own.  This is again reflected in the nature of ‘scientific’ 
facts which are experienced as being independent of opinion, belief, and cultural 
background.73  
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Professor Feyerabend’s Proposal 
 
 
Another possibility is a change of subject.  I started my career as a student 
of acting, theatre production and singing at the Institute for the Methodological 
Reformation of the German Theatre in the German Democratic Republic.  This 
appealed to my intellectualism and my dramatic propensities.  My intellectualism 
told me that problems had to be solved by thought.  My dramatic propensities 
made me think that hamming it up was better than going through an abstract 
argument.  There is no conflict here for argument without illustration leads away 
from the human elements which affect most abstract problems.  The arts, as I see 
them today, are not a domain separated from abstract thought, but 
complementary to it and needed to fully realize its potential.  Examining this 
function of the arts and trying to establish a mode of research that unites their 
power with that of science and religion seems to be a fascinating enterprise and 




Prevailing perennial  
Point of View 
 
 
. . . [B]ut I guess that having no fixed philosophy I preferred stumbling around in 












Unfortunately, it is the nature of academic quarrels that methodological 
problems are likely to overshadow more fundamental issues.  The fundamental 
fact about the modern concept of history is that it arose in the same sixteenth and 
seventeenth centuries which ushered in the gigantic development of the natural 
sciences. Foremost amongst the characteristics of that age, which are still alive 
and present in our own world, is the world-alienation of man, which I mentioned 
before and which is so difficult to perceive as a basic condition of our whole life 
because out of it, and partly out of its despair, did arise the tremendous structure 
of human artifice we inhabit today, in whose framework we have even discovered 







I have been hesitant over the years to create a name or methodology for 
this kind of work even though it has found voice within the fields of arts-based 
research and curriculum studies.  These fields and their intersection with 
qualitative research, have opened up inquiry that values the phenomenological, 
the autobiographical, and the artistic.  Arts-based research has burgeoned to live 
in a multiplicity of ways including poetic inquiry, artography, performative 
inquiry, arts-informed learning, and many more.  What I have to offer is more of 
a way of being in the world and can contribute to all forms of inquiry.  This is an 
embodied inquiry, which enriches all the methodologies of research and practice.  
There is not one plan, method, or form to follow.  Instead, there is an invitation 













. . . . I had an ‘Aha’ moment realizing that the research topics that interested me 
and continue to interest me have to do with . . . how to see the world as alive, 
intrinsically worthy, sacred, and beautiful; how to act with kindness and 
compassion; how to be more empathetic and intersubjective; how to just be with 
another human being, not falling constantly for the impulse to control, direct, 
shape and solve problems; how to rest in beingness, without cogitation and 
agitation; how to realize the interdependence of all things and honour 
relationality; and so on.  And most of all, I am learning the toughest lesson of 








In all my life writing, I am remembering, forgetting, imagining, living, 
lingering, and loving.  My main way of ruminating, investigating, and questioning 
is to write poetry.  In the process of writing poetry, I slow down and attend to 
memories and experiences and emotions.  My contemplative practice is an artistic 
practice.  In my ongoing, daily practice of writing poetry, I am always 
remembering, forgetting, imagining, living, lingering and loving as the dynamic 
resonances that compose my heart’s breathing and beating desire.  Writing is 
healing and hopeful.  As I write the words, the words write me.  I call the poems 







. . . I meditate to return my attention to its origin: to the organic sensate life-
force field that surrounds this being, right here.  I am following the Socratic 
program of education: Know Thyself.  To know myself, I must be present to the 








. . . . Mediation and meditation are ontological perspectives and practices that 
ground us, that remind us we are bodies rooted in locations, geographical and 
historical and social locations.  From these locations, we engage in standing in the 
world, we engage in understanding the world with prepositional possibilities.  
So, my goal is to live with balance . . ..  
 
. . . [I]t takes courage and humility to live well in the world.  Courage is 
etymologically connected to the Latin cor, or heart.  And humility is derived from 
the Latin humus, or earth.  So, to live well in the world requires a rootedness in 
the earth and the heart, an abiding connection between the earth and the heart. . 
..  
 
I am always seeking the “rhythm of relationship” like to systole and diastole 
of the heart, even like the poetic measure of the rhythm called the  
iamb: two syllables, one unaccented, the other accented.  Like the heart’s beat.  
The heart’s iamb reminds me I am, ontologically located in relationship to all 
creatures and creation, all pulsing and breathing with their existential call:  
I am. . . .  
 
. . . . As I write these words, construction is underway outside my building.   
My typing is responding to the rhythm of pneumatic hammers and electric saws 
wielded by a host of percussionists with tool belts around their waists.  I am 
learning to lean into the noisy cacophony while I dream of silence and stillness.  
In a like-minded way, I am learning with my granddaughters to adjust and 
recalibrate my experiences of balance, desire and hope while in the dynamic 
process of becoming.  I am learning to respond, to be flexible, tensile, and 















. . . . By committing ourselves to creative acts of music, visual art, dance, 
performance, drama, poetry, storytelling, contemplation, writing, speaking, and 
living, we learn to lean into sturdy Atlantic winds, vibrate on the tightrope of our 
hearts stretched taut between joy and grief, stand still in the Pacific Northwest 
rain with open arms and mouths, weave the threads of imagination into a quilt 
that will keep us warm in all seasons while we learn to breathe other rhythms.  
By attending artfully to our stories and the stories of others, we can learn to hear 
one another with whole hearts that are rooted in the earth’s wonder. 






. . .  [M]y excuse for using the word “creative” in conjunction with “imagination” 
is to imply something more than merely mental activity.  Not merely 
imagination, but imagination embodied.  Imagination finding its objective 
equivalents in sight and sound and touch.  Imagination translated into sensible 






   
. . .. The sculptor’s muse is not his chisel, but the marble; perhaps more 
accurately it is the impact of these two factors, creative inspiration depending 
upon a sensuous reaction to the feel of the chisel against the marble.  There is the 














. . . . Watch how a blind person wields a cane.  The cane moves with a shifting 
intent, not in a straight line.  It reaches out probingly, bumps into an object, and 
withdraws to one side.  It then takes a new direction, swings back, bumps into 
the same object and moves aside.  Cane travels searchingly, with stops and starts, 
in jerks, pausing over questions, resolving them, needing confirmation, retiring 
to an aside, beginning again.  The blind person’s body attentively obeys the cane’s 
indications and walks accordingly.  A correspondence exists between cane and 
motility to the extent that the body is the condensed intention of the cane.  The 
cane wants to perceive what is in the way of travel.  The body concentrates on 
the selfsame impulse and muscularly actualizes it.  Body and cane share a 
perception, but as center and perimeter.  I have spoken of this form of organic 
perception.  Swinging back and forth, to and fro, the cane seeks out obstacles 
before it in the road.  Its way of perceiving is through resistance.  Awareness is 







In writing I was engaged in the act of stopping and attending to the lived 
landscapes of my life from a distance in time and space.  I began to read the 
patterns in new ways because distance created perspective and an achieved height 
of land allowed me to trace my meandering.  It was though I was looking from 
the mountaintop and could clearly see both the landscape and my own pathway.  
I was following my own act of navigating through life.  I was witnessing my 
wayfinding by tracking my lived experience.  Though (sic) life writing I began the 
practice of re-membering and dwelling in specific spaces within my lived 
landscape.  I began tracking my own story.  As I heard my own voice tell the 
story and as I relived the experiences through writing I noticed new patterns 
emerging.  I then began to follow the threads of connection. 










. . . . we engage several themes to spark inquiry and our field notes: place, language, 
time and self/other (including non-human other).  Attention to place grounds my 
body and heightens sensitivity to the surrounding physical and social textures.  I need 
only ask, where am I?  Place is where I will go, where I find myself, where I live and 
belong.  It is home; it is exile.  Attention to language unveils its omnipresent nature 
as the medium in which I think, express myself, and interpret the actions and 
utterances of others.  Language holds traditions, stories, and histories.  It is political 
as well as poetic.  The infinity of the unsaid lives in language.  Time tells me about 
the temporality and finitude of my life. In a given moment, time can appear on the 
horizon as ahead-of-itself, present or as having been.  Time isn’t as reliable as 
clockwork—sometimes it beats true and steady, other times it tics according to my 
mood and circumstance.  Time eludes.  And finally, self/other as a theme has an 
innermost edge since each of us is at once both self and other.  I share the sameness 
of being human and experience the difference of being unique.  My discriminations 
toward other are more clear when I see how I see others.  Somewhere along these 
beginning lines of inquiry, the themes fade into the background as I keep moving my 







Our choice of words, our gestures, are not innocent, not naïve; they are 
enacted within a time and place and in the presence of others, within backstories 
rich with lived experience, within specific cultural, social, economic, communal 
contexts.  Our choice of action—enacted in everyday living and/or enacted within 
creative impulse, exploration, and expression of performance—reveal who we are, 
who we are yet to become.  Our choice of action gives birth to emergent worlds 
within which we choose or are not chosen, with or without our knowing, to engage 







. . . questions like: Who am I?  Who am I in relation to the world?  How should I 






. . . . We are awash in stories.  We are epistemologically and ontologically 
engaged in using stories as an integral way to sort who we are as people in relation 
to other people.  We are creatively engaged in processes of identity formation 
and transformation by attending to stories. 
 
. . . . The real purpose of telling our stories is to tell them in ways that open up 
new possibilities for understanding and wisdom and transformation. So, our 
stories need to be told in creative ways that hold our attention, that call out to 
us, that surprise us.  What really makes a story interesting and valuable, then, is 
the way it is told. . .. 
 
. . . [W]hen composing narratives, I always advise students to attend especially 
to voice, and to construct their stories with a resounding sense of voice.   
 
The pressing challenge with advising a person about the craft of story-
making is that much of the process defies guidelines and rules.  Instead the process 
is idiosyncratic, always changing, culturally conditioned, creatively organic.  For 
example, a basic rule that is frequently promoted in story-writing workshops is: 
show, don’t tell. . .. A story-writer should not tell the reader what to feel or think 
or how to respond.  Instead, a good story-writer constructs characters and events 
so readers can enter vicariously into a sense of lived experience.  But a basic rule 
like, show, don’t tell, is not a cardinal rule that stories must faithfully follow.  In 
fact, there are no rules of story-making that cannot be contravened all the time.  
Effective story-telling often depends upon the contravention of conventions.  
And certainly how stories are told in one cultural community will differ from the 
ways stories are told in another cultural community.  So, writers and readers 
need an openness to the possibilities of what a story is and can be. . .. 
 
There are many ways to tell a story. . .. A story can be like a series of buoys 
floating in the ocean, connected to a rope, a net perhaps, anchored to the bottom 
of the ocean, seemingly disparate but indeed connected. 











At times I have considered laying down my pen and, if anything should be 
done, to use my voice. 
 
Meanwhile I came by way of further reflection to the realization that it 
perhaps is more appropriate for me to make at least an attempt once again to use my 
pen but in a different way, as I would use my voice, consequently in direct address 







. . .. In any context of situation, the normal human being and his environment 
are one; the past merges in the present in which the future is always on the point 
of being born.  To be really alive you must feel this active personal interest in 
what is really going on, and your speech must serve your natural familiarity with 
your surroundings. 
 
. . . . The voice of man is one component in a whole postural scheme, is part of 
a process in some sort of situation.  And in this sense a man speaks with his whole 
body, and in particular with his breathing apparatus, his body muscles, and his 
head. . .. The impossibility of separating the voice from the whole man and his 
situation is further emphasized if we consider the brain.  The brain gives us a grip 
on our world, and the world a grip on us. . .. If our voices and written words do 
not serve this mutual grip in some clearly demonstrable way there is something 
wrong somewhere. . .. 
 
The voice of man is dependent on the medium in which we have our 
being—the air.  In fact our whole behavior is very much affected by movements 
in the air, we ourselves reacting to such movements by making movements 
ourselves, and disturbing the air in our turn. . .. 











One of the reasons I have come to concentrate on imagination as a means 
through which we can assemble a coherent world is that imagination is what, 
above all, makes empathy possible.  It is what enables us to cross the empty spaces 
between ourselves and those we teachers have called “other” over the years.  If 
those others are willing to give us clues, we can look in some manner through 
strangers’ eyes and hear through their ears.  That is because, of all our cognitive 
capacities, imagination is the one that permits us to give credence to alternative 
realities.  It allows us to break with the taken for granted, to set aside familiar 







. . .. We could then say that rationalism is . . . fundamentally an attitude of 
admitting that ‘I may be wrong and you may be right, and by an effort, we may get nearer 
to the truth’.  It is an attitude which does not lightly give up hope that by such 
means as argument and careful observation, people may reach some kind of 
agreement on many problems of importance; and that, even when their demands 
and their interests clash, it is often possible to argue about the various demands 
and proposals, and to reach—perhaps by arbitration—a compromise which, 
because of its equity, is acceptable to most, if not all. . ..  
 
. . . . The basic attitude of the rationalist, ‘I may be wrong and you may be right’, 
demands, when put into practice, and especially when human conflicts are 
involved, a real effort of our imagination.  I admit that the emotions of love and 
compassion may sometimes lead to a similar effect.  But I hold that it is humanly 
impossible for us to love, or to suffer with, a great number of people; nor does 
it appear to me very desirable that we should, since it would ultimately destroy 
either our ability to help or the intensity of these very emotions.  But reason, 
supported by imagination, enables us to understand that men who are far away, 
whom we shall never see, are like ourselves, and that their relations to one 
another are like our relations to those we love.  A direct emotional attitude 
towards the abstract whole of mankind seems to me hardly possible.  We can 
love mankind only in certain concrete individuals.  But by the use of thought and 
imagination, we may become ready to help all who need our help. 






. . . . We are urged, for example, to regard all utterances as contributions (of 
different but comparable merit) to an inquiry, or a debate among inquirers, about 
ourselves and the world we inhabit.  But this understanding of human activity and 
intercourse as an inquiry, while appearing to accommodate a variety of voices, in 
fact recognizes only one, namely, the argumentative discourse, the voice of 
‘science’, and all others are acknowledged merely in respect of their aptitude to 
imitate this voice.  Yet, it may be supposed that the diverse idioms of utterance 
which make up current human intercourse have some meeting-place is not an 
inquiry or an argument, but a conversation. 
 
In a conversation, the participants are not engaged in an inquiry or a 
debate; there is no ‘truth’ to be discovered, no proposition to be proved, no 
conclusion sought.  They are not concerned to inform, to persuade, or to refute 
one another, and therefore the cogency of their utterances does not depend upon 







I do not want to be an in-citer 
I want to be an exciter 
an in-citer, an incinerator 
 
I want to be incense, incensed, 
dispensed, indispensable 
 
I don’t want to be a citation 
I don’t want a citation (a ticket). 
I want to be an agitation 
and agitator in a wringer washer 











“Vespers” . . . is a deeply felt personal essay, a narrative about my life that 
grew out of the ethical resolution to “study” myself.  Although it is profoundly 
sociological—and I could not have written it had I not been a sociologist—
sociology concepts are nowhere to be read.  “Vespers” was “literature,” and I 
submitted it to be alma mater’s literary journal, Chicago Review.  The journal 







I wonder if I have reached a place where what I think about  







Writing my way through grief in this text, I realized some of the moral 
conundrums my relationship with Gene presented.  I began to understand what 
Primo Levi . . . calls “the need to tell our story to ‘the rest’,” to achieve “an 
interior liberation” . . .. I felt I had to tell our story to move on in my personal 
and professional relationship life.  This story about our relationship, his illness, 
and my caregiving become [sic] a story of my experience and growth.  In this 
account, I considered what I needed to tell for myself, while honoring my implicit 







. . .[A] circulating narrative that said, “If you don’t write in  
a recognizable form, you won’t be rewarded.” 







Upon the Crest . . . 
 
 
On the edge of the sea, i  wait, wind- 
caressed, standing against the horizon.  I 
catch the jib sheet and pull, weight of the 
wind in my hands.  A curricular space of 
possibility.  Beneath my feet, the sea spells 
our story, intermingling flesh and wind, 
vessel and water.  And a song is born on a 
breath of wind . . . 



































Entryways and Exits:  
Deleuze and Gauttari’s Notion of the Rhizome  
as an Antigenealogical Methodology 
 
 
The rhizome is Antigenealogy.  It is short-term memory, or antimemory.  The 
rhizome operates by variation, expansion, conquest, capture, offshoots.  Unlike 
the graphic arts, drawing, or photography, unlike tracings, the rhizome pertains 
to a map that must be produced, constructed, a map that is always detachable, 
connectable, reversible, modifiable, and has multiple entryways and exits and its 
own lines of flight.  It is tracings that must be put on the map, not the opposite.  
In contrast to centered (even polycentric) systems with hierarchical modes of 
communication and preestablished paths, the rhizome is an acentered, 
nonhierarchical, nonsignifying system without a General and without an 
organizing memory or central automation, defined solely by a circulation of 
states. . . . . We are writing this book as a rhizome.  It is composed of plateaus.  
We have given it a circular form, but only for laughs.  Each morning we would 
wake up, and each of us would ask himself what plateau he was going to tackle, 
writing five lines here, ten lines there.  We had hallucinatory experiences, we 
watched lines leave one plateau and proceed to another like columns of tiny ants.  
We made circles of convergence.  Each plateau can be read starting anywhere 
and can be related to any other plateau. 
  
. . . . 
 
A rhizome has no beginning or end; it is always in the middle, between 
things, interbeing, intermezzo.  The tree is filiation, but the rhizome is alliance, 
uniquely alliance.  The tree imposes the verb “to be” but the fabric of the rhizome 
is the conjunction, “and . . .and . . . and . . .”  This conjunction carries enough 
force to shake and uproot the verb “to be.”  Where are you going?  Where are 
you coming from?  What are you heading for?  These are totally useless questions.  
Making a clean slate, starting or beginning again from ground zero, seeking a 
beginning or a foundation—all imply a false conception of voyage and movement 
(a conception that is methodological, pedagogical, initiatory, symbolic …) . . .. 
The middle is by no means an average; on the contrary, it is where things pick up 
speed.  Between things does not designate a localizable relation going from one 
thing to the other and back again, but a perpendicular direction, a transversal 
movement that sweeps one and the other away, a stream without a beginning or 














saunters along now 
 
























especially the day we sat at the kitchen table making clay  










especially watching him create a photograph in the darkroom; carefully inspect its 
negative for scratches with his English-made magnifying glass, time its enlargement to 
the utter second with his Heuer stopwatch—the same stopwatch, I might add, he used 
to produce his radio plays—and then, with Chaplinesque dexterity, grip tongs to  
submerge the enlargement into developer, stop bath and fixer so that as 











A drawing represents to my eyes 














My father is my father, and his gifts are the gifts I received.  I love him for 
who he was and for the gifts he lived.  It is fruitless to focus on what was not, or 
could not be, and what was not given or could not be given. . .. 
 
When I remember my father, one of my favourite memories will be the 
way his fishing line hung still in the air with each careful cast like a line of poetry 
seeking its catch.  My father died in the fall, and in the long bleak winter, I 
remember him, the last summer I saw him, standing still, waving with what I 
then thought was a lackluster show of civility, but now remember as a sad final 






When I started this conversation, I thought I was seeking to break from 
the past once and for all, to break free from you my father.  Now I see two fathers; 
you, the father I wanted and never had, the one whose loss I’ve mourned and 
come to terms with.  But there’s another father, a second father inside me trying 
to break loose, the one I never accepted, never gave a voice.  I can see now that 
the only possibility for reconciling the impress of my father is to free the other 
father within me; the father I could have been; the father I can still be; the father 
I denied, submerged, and rejected, the one I suppressed in order to try to stop 
the cycle of cruelty and pain.  By imagining and accepting myself as a father.  I 
make myself available and free to provide a dwelling place of love, nurturing, and 
acknowledgement for the sons and daughters who may seek a connection with 
me.  This is the freedom I choose, the freedom I seek, the freedom not to live 
against the past but with it.    





and of  the bond  between 
  


























father and mum 
 
in their distinctive ways 
 
fashioning the fabric 
 







Out of the cross-grained timber of human nature 

















And Education, too, is where we decide whether we love our children enough 
not to expel them from our world and leave them to their own devices, nor to 
strike from their hands their chance of undertaking something new, something 






















saunters along now 
 








. . . introducing TIMMERMAN . . . 
 
As a writer, I am like a cougar 
I slink about quietly in the rhetorical forest 
looking for my verbal prey to gnaw and digest 
leaving carcasses of rich, enlivening and resilient words 
to fashion enduring stories for all to consume 
76 
WHAT’S . . . in a . . . NAME ? 
 
 
The nickname of ‘Timmerman’ was bestowed upon me as a toddler at our Kitsilano 
home by our basement boarder, Michael Magee.  Upon arriving home from his day at the 
racetrack, Michael would blurt out with a broad beckoning smile of unbounded utterly 
infectious cheer: “How’s my little Timmerman?”  Michael lived with us until 1959, the year I 
turned four and of our move to a new home in West Vancouver. 
Indeed, as children do, I experienced different nicknames whilst growing up—some 
prized and some dreaded.  My mother and aunt, for example, used to call me ‘Timmy.’  I 
especially remember them echo one another with the stern reprimand of “Now Timmy!” after 
catching me hatch a mischievous deed upon one of my slightly older cousins—instantly 
revealed, I’m afraid, by my signature trigger-happy Cheshire cat smile; a smile that effortlessly 
earned me the dreaded ‘Smiley’ epithet in elementary school. 
However, in childhood, the nickname I cherished most and relished at its every 
utterance was bestowed upon me by my father—the nickname of ‘Timotheus.’  At its every 
issue, with the lilt and timbre of his voice swaddling me, the warmth and swell of his breath 
enveloping me, I felt the carefully measured delivery of my father’s sheathlike nurture.  For a 
man not well-disposed towards physical gestures—I cannot recall a single hug or kiss, my 
father’s utterance of ‘Timotheus’ was his certain conduit for bestowing affection and love upon 
me; his reaffirmations of our bond as father and son casting me into a sublime state of 
welcomed paternal grace.   
More routinely, nonetheless, I heard my father’s summons with the austere and 
foreboding spelling out of my formal name, ‘T—i—m—o—t—h—y.’  He never cared for 
diminutives: never ‘Tim’ or ‘Timmy’ did I hear.  And as I got older, I heard my cherished 
nickname less and less.  Indeed, in adulthood, I suffered long absences between ‘Timotheus’ 
spilling splendiferously from my father’s lips; in fact, decades.  Only on his deathbed, with a 
few hours left, did my father utter with familiar measure, “Well Timotheus, it doesn’t look 
good.” 
I am not sure why I have chosen ‘Timmerman’ over ‘Timotheus’ as the mantle for my 
dissertation.  Perhaps it was my memory of Michael’s ebullience, aptly capturing as metaphor 
77 
the rhythm and flow of a life pouring out from childhood through to older age.  Rather, I think 
my choice stemmed from re-experiencing the percussive feel, the sensual cloak, the phonetic 
articulation, that is, the alveolar and bilabial nasals and stops of ‘Timmerman.’  Evoking for 
me, I suggest, a mishmash of images reaching out to a spectrum of poetic experiences spanning 
say from the beat of Katherine Kennicott Davis’ The Little Drummer Boy to the rattle of Günter 















Mottled Memories from Childhood 
 
a poetic exploration into my early artistic sensibilities 
 
 
A free-form report card cover I made in grade three 
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on a mission 
to capture my memories 
of childhood 
of our family home 
 
before they tear it down 
 
stud by stud 
plank by plank 
until all that remains 
is its earthy gravelly basement 
 




to cast all new horizons firmly pressed 
against the stolid unforgiving earthworks 
 
of what was once ours but now theirs 
 
I am gripped by vestiges 
imprints of my tiny toes 
weary of the forbidding foes 
amidst the trees and foliage 
 
of the deep brambly forest across the road 
 
through it winds 
a wandering stream 
unfolding with embolden dreams 
recursive nightmares unyielding 
 








especially of belonging 
to my home, to my park, to my school 
all of them part of my arc 
but the kids for a lark 
 
and the teachers for their marks 
 
did 








especially after a day of school 
where the teacher made me feel such a fool 
 
and this is what she did to me 
 
not three weeks into grade one 
I felt a sudden yank and jar 
my knees bouncing and banging against hard cold steel 
the teacher pulled me from my desk afar 
 
and to my tiny ears did rumble 
 
cheating, cheating, cheating 
I should really give you a good beating 
but repeating, repeating, repeating 
I said, teacher 
 








this caused some tension 
all due to my lack of retention 
casting my eyes over in my chum’s direction 
not realizing I would get such correction 
 
I did not hear 
 
class, we will do ‘paint—by—my—instructions’ 
and if you don’t you’ll be considered an obstruction 
I didn’t heed my teacher’s instruction 
and went about my production 
 
I thought a little yellow here a little blue there 
 
It’s only fair 
that what I make is there 
but then my little ears did bear 




make sure the red goes over there 
and the green goes over here 
this brought me some fear 
for as you know the colours I hold very dear 
 
were not red, I dread, or green, she was so very mean 
 
frantic, frazzled and totally dazzled 
with every shred of innocence being torn away 
I scrambled through these brambles 
knowing full well I was in a shamble 
 








I knew what I had to beware 
while it was not my fare 
I knew I had to care 
and had one eerie glare to bear 
 
nostrils, pointed penetrating nostrils 
 
To be sure there were no frills 
and certainly, no thrills 
as Mrs. Smith’s nostrils 
harnessed, shackled and ripped away 
 
my creative freedom 
 
her undertow 
certainly, made her my foe 
it was like I was a sweet little forest doe 
all curious and aglow 
 




One of My School Art Projects 
83 
A child is seated at a table with pencil, paintbrushes and paper. She is five years 
old and is absorbed in her activity—as absorbed as a bee making its cell of wax, 
or as a bird building its nest. Watch her, but do not disturb her, or else, like the 






The headmaster, Dr. Welldon, however, took a broad-minded view of my Latin 
prose: he showed discernment in judging my general ability.  This was the more 
remarkable, because I was found unable to answer a single question in the Latin 
paper.  I wrote my name at the top of the page.  I wrote down the number of the 
question ‘1’.  After much reflection I put a bracket round it thus ‘(1)’.  But 
thereafter I could not think of anything connected with it that was either relevant 
or true.  Incidentally there arrived from nowhere in particular a blot and several 
smudges.  I gazed for two whole hours at this sad spectacle: and then merciful 
ushers collected my piece of foolscap with all the others and carried it up to the 
Headmaster’s table.  It was from these slender indications of scholarship that 
Dr.Welldon drew the conclusion that I was worthy to pass into Harrow. It is 
very much to his credit.  It showed that he was a man capable of looking beneath 
the surface of things: a man not dependent upon paper manifestations.  I have 






Hannah Arendt, a philosopher and refugee from Germany during the 
Second World War, spent her life questioning how ordinary men (and women) 
could do evil things, and in her wondering, conceived the concept of natality.  
With each child’s birth, the child arrives in a world of colliding narratives.  We 
ask: Who is present to welcome this child’s arrival?  Who is absent?  What are 
our responsibilities?  What opportunities do we offer this child?  Details of birth, 
heritage, geographic, educational, social, political, economic, parental realities 
situate the newborn in relationship to all those who come into the child’s 
presence.  Arendt . . . [in her The Human Condition] invited us to ask ourselves, 
Who am I? and Who will I become in the presence of and in relationship with this child?  











Identity is inseparable from the role one is assigned.  The self-reflexive animal 
asks continually: “Who am I?  How am I supposed to feel about me?”  The answer 
to the last question, particularly, is the most convincing way of finding out who 
one is.  The child derives his identity from a social environment.  The social 
environment remains to his death the only source for validifying that identity. 
 
One of the great and lasting insights into the nature of society is that it is 
precisely a drama, a play, a staging . . . . The child who learns the “I” and begins 
to refer his action to those around him is trained primarily as a performer.  His entire 
life is a training, preparation, and practice for a succession of parts in the plot—
parts he can show himself worthy of filling, simply by handling them.  Individuals 
are given parts to play in the status-role system, based on their specialized 
occupations, their family memberships, and the particular associations that they 
form.  Seeing his identity reflected in each of these designations the individual 
carries with him a sense of valuer proper to that designation.  The designation is 
a claim for a part to play in the cultural plot.  When others recognize that claim, 
as the culture provides that they do, meaningful motivation and value become an 
inseparable part of daily action. 



























BRITISH BEAT FAN 
 
 


















POET  &  AESTHETE  
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. . . ARTIST  ATTEMPTING  RECOVERY . . .  
 
Whatever we choose to . . . [call] . . . “surface”—veil, mask, illusion, 
appearance, or deception—what is meant is the pitiless manner in which 
counterfeit experience closes together language and reality by channeling 
experience into conflictless and behaviorally coherent patterns of thought and 
action.  Official versions of reality monopolize feeling, and language itself 
becomes incapable of expressing more than the obvious.  In such a world the 
cliché as a unit of “sense” is at one level what the concentration camp as a unit of 
politics is at another level.  Both manipulate language and reality to the point 
where the individual trying to express and live his own emotions finds himself 
internalizing experience which he feels (“incompetently” knows!) is not his own.  
The struggle to find out what is one’s own (in the sense struggle means dialectic) 
becomes a psychological battleground where one attempts (perhaps in vain) to 
disregard and deny what experience has done to us.  To discover what has been 
done to us is also to find out what has caused our “incompetence”—it is perhaps 
to see that what used to fit fits us no longer, that it was not made for us, that it 




PUBLIC SERVICE RETIREE 
 
Artistic experience is implicated in this struggle because the creative 
process is one way of unearthing the material in which the struggle is grounded.  
“Nothing is ‘real’, Marcuse has written [in his One Dimensional Man], “which does 
not sustain itself in existence, in a life-and-death struggle with the situations and 
conditions of its existence.”  The struggle creates (not existentialism!) some 
combination of acquiescence and transcendence, with a withering away of a 
man’s sense of orientation and his vestiges of sanity.  A universe which can thus 
render humans innocent, stupid, righteous and blind, in short incapable of 
penetrating through experience which is dangerous to life and limb, mind and 
development is the universe which has been described (by Bettelheim, Arendt, 







Artistic experience is neither imitation of reality nor the symbolic 
projection of another (deeper version) of that reality; it is . . . an unmasking and 
a negation in bitter conflict with all those repressive and inhibiting experiences 




—blistered fingers—  —  —  —  —  —  —       
 
 
a poetic inquiry into the evolution of my artistic process whilst  
migrating through different media to consummate this project 
 
 
sleek and silver 
with bellows and wind up shutter 
I found my dad’s old camera 
ready to point and shoot 
 
a two and a quarter square 
 
slow lumbering shutter speeds 
and big grainy negatives 
with a frosty viewfinder  
and a fixed focal length  
 
I crank the film forward 
 
frame my childhood haunts 
the trails, valleys, streams and tributaries 
not to mention the towering trees 
that is the park across the street 
 
I twist the focal ring 
backwards and forwards 
in and out of range 
until the two little squares meet 
and there appears this brilliant image I greet 
 







until the wind is complete 
this rough rigid button 
grinding its way one ratchet after another 
making itself replete 
 
I pounce on the shutter release 
 
but I do not wait for the image it promises 
because this splendid grand camera of antiquity 
is telling me something of quite another sort 
It’s frankly telling me to abort 
 
this project and think of something else 
 
but first retrace your steps 
crank, push, pounce 
it reminds me 
ccrraaaannk, ppuuussh, ppoouunnncce!!! 
 
with your ever-ready trigger finger 
 
surely your finger triggers 
memory of that sensual tactile enrapture  
always so close at hand 
with the pencil you ran 
 
across this paper and that paper 
 
fashioning your own brand of art 
so you must depart 
and bring back your art 
to make sure there’s no dearth 
 





lock, stock and barrel 
some of them even wild, woolly and feral 
so you must take your pencil out 
capture the vagaries of your heart 
 
so you are no longer so torn apart 
 
feel the textures, ridges, and gouges,  
by pressing your pencil with your heart 
light lines, heavy lines, bright lines, brisk lines 
issue forth so very smart 
 
because in your heart 
 
you feel the dark 
of so many rhymes 
made with thick sloppy brine 
that makes you feel confined 
 
to your one hefty stylus 
 
be it pencil, knife or chisel 
scraping, chafing, grazing 
pinching, pulling, puncturing 
grinding, binding, finding 
 
the very flesh of your creativity 
 
your fingertips 
the wheelhouse of your desires 
poised upon the bridge of your vessel 
this long sleek rod with razor sharp end 
 





navigating you from unrequited to fully consummated 
by the steady freehand of every swipe, ripple, tug and tear 
letting your tool split and splinter the pulp from palpable 




those graceful sheath-like trees  
that you have forever seen in a breeze 
the fixities of your imagination  
arriving stillborn and intangible 
 
in your execution 
 
milled, lumbered, sanded and planed 
they arrive into your consciousness 
already contained—and framed 
leaving nowhere to escape 
 
but radiating down your arm  
 
into blunt fingertips 
well machined with a lovely sheen 
laminated but not the least bit contaminated 
a fretboard, six strings and a sound box 
 
it can be blue, yellow, red or green 
 
but instead there it stands 
all virginal and white 
ready to gnaw at your fingertips 
whether you paint it with sound or colour 
 







The world of human aspiration is largely fictitious, and if we do not understand this 
we understand nothing about man.  It is largely a symbolic creation by an ego-
controlled animal that permits action in a psycho-logical world, a symbolic-
behavioral world removed from the boundness of the present moment, from the 
immediate stimuli which enslave lower organisms.  Man’s freedom is a fabricated 
freedom, and he pays a price for it.  He must at all times defend the utter fragility of 
his delicately constituted fiction, deny its artificiality. . ..   
 
The most astonishing thing of all, about man’s fictions, is not that they have 
from prehistoric times hung like a flimsy canopy over his social world, but that he 
should have come to discover them at all.  It is one of the most remarkable 
achievements of thought, of self-scrutiny, that the most anxiety-prone animal of all 




The linguistic self-system is an ideational device in continued movement—scanning, 
questioning, assimilating.  It needs reinforcement and something to feed on.  As the 
individual exercises his creative powers in the social encounter, and basks in the 
radiation of fabricated meaning, his identity is revealed to himself.  He forms himself 
into a meaningful ideational whole, receiving affirmations, banishing contradictions.  
Remember the inner-newsreel.  We carry around the symbols of our self-worth in 
our consciousness, most of the time subliminally running a film of our identity; and 
often we inwardly mutter the sound track as we pass along the street: “I am a 
doctor,” “I am a doctor.”  This is not an egoistic self-titillation, but rather a rehearsal 
and self-revelation of the only meaning we can know—the status cues which guide 
our action.  We want to know how to perform on stage, and can only use the 
symbolic cues for performance that society provides us with.  We train our 
performance by the social prescriptions for our role: “I feel like spitting, but a doctor 
cannot spit in front of others.”  First we discover who society says we are: then we 
build our identity on performance in that part.  If we uphold our part in the 
performance, we are rewarded with social affirmation of our identity.  It is hardly 
an exaggeration, then, to say that we are created in the performance.  If we bungle 
the performance, show that we do not merit the part, we are destroyed—not 
figuratively, but literally.  The financiers who plunged from tall buildings when their 
fortunes had been wiped out in 1929 were not reacting irrationally. . . . [T]heir 
selves were wrapped up in numbers in bank books, and when these numbers plunged 
to zero they were already dead.  Now we can understand further that what they had 

















saunters along now 
 






















NEWMAN  FAMILY  HOME 
 





the phone rang, the neighbour called 
my old neighbour who lives across the street  
from my parents’ old house 
 
“They’re tearing it down,” she exclaimed 
 
I had asked her to call me when that day came. 
I’d been expecting it, known for a while 
that this was the new owner’s plan 
 
three years ago, 
we looked behind us 
 
“It’s empty,” we roared in unison 
 
six torturous months deciding 
what to do with my parents’ belongings 
keep, donate, auction?  Pitch out? 
This was our daily routine 
before work, after work and  
on the weekends! 
 
it was a treadmill, 
an emotionally wrenching treadmill 
 
with every object that came into my hands 
a fragment of my past emerged 
emerged, enveloped, evolved 
into an ever-pressing distraction 
making me at times most sullen as  
as I decided, keep, donate, auction?  
or without a doubt, pitch out? 
 
pitching out parts of my past 
perplexed and preoccupied me  
every step through the pathways of my memories 
as one or other object I clenched in my hands 




from age four to fifty-six  
the manifold years this house had been  
the compass, assemblage and fabric  
of my consciousness 
 
this split-second exhilaration and jubilation  
over a ‘job well done,’ every scrap of  
my parent’s past, my past, my brother’s past  
being shorn out the parental abode leaving only a timber carcass 
of what was, turned into 
a series of festering neurotic drive-by’s 
over the last three years to make sure  
the house was still standing 
 
but then our neighbour’s call came 
I instantly ceased my drive-by’s 
to witness the absence and stillness of  
a vacant lot of what once was  
I felt would immeasurably  
cripple me 
 
even with my wife’s taunting 
her offer of photographs chronicling 
the timber by timber stripping of my memory, 
I could not partake of this crushing void 
despoiling my consciousness, 
letting it spin directionless 
with my compass now out of control 
 
yes, the neighbour called 
after her news, we rambled on as 
we used to when I was a teenager 
often in her living room 
where she and her husband  
offered me copious cups of tea 
along with guidance and wisdom  
about how to prepare for my adult years 
 











My childhood backyard has been unveiling itself to many other spaces—spaces 
that are not necessarily other years.  Spaces where this man of today sees the child 
of yesterday in himself and learns to see better what he had seen before.  To see 
again what had already been seen before always implies seeing angles that were 
nor perceived before.  Thus, a posterior view of the world can be done in a more 











FIVE FRETS AND BLISTERED FINGERS: 
 
Picking More Mottled Memories  
 





As I approach my childhood home, some indelibly etched memories come to mind.  I 
am travelling westbound along the highway, along that all too familiar path many times taken 
over a great expanse of years; to and from school, to and from work, to and from hospital, and 
finally, to and from the cemetery. 
It has been nearly three years since my brother and I sold the house.  I still drive by it 
occasionally, to make sure it is still standing.  I know it’s no longer ours but it’s hard to shake 
an almost six-decade attachment to it. 
I am driving to the house today on a rescue mission; a mission to recapture the 
memories of my childhood.  From our neighbours, I’ve heard the new owners plan to tear it 
down; this house, our house that boasted to be the oldest two owner house in the community.  
Only the Vickery’s and we, the Newman’s, really pressed our footsteps within the rippled 
cracks of its near century-old floorboards.  To be sure, the fleeting rounds of tenants that 
followed left only scant and impenetrable traces of their presence; harbingers, I suggest, of the 
house’s hollow destiny and ultimate surrender to the wrecking ball. 
The Vickery’s had erected the house as their farmhouse in the nineteen-twenties.  It 
stood originally on a much larger parcel of land.  When we moved in three decades later, there 
were still some remnants of their homesteading and farming.  For example, I remember the 
old coal furnace in the basement that kept us warm for our first few years, especially playing 
in the basement near the coal chute.  I would get all sooty when the weekly supply of briquettes 
was delivered, dodging them as they flew far and wide from the chute.  I remember the big 
wood-burning stove and long towering counters of the kitchen; Mum bending over to light the 
stove fire with these long stem wooden matches or working with my grandma’s rolling pin 
kneading out some dough for pastries or noodles. 
However, to Mum’s delight, the Vickery’s also left behind a treasure trove of farm 
tools; among them, a large unwieldy scythe, a smaller crescent scythe, a tree saw and an iron 
cast mallet.  Mum readily adopted these for her own gardening purposes.  In fact, rummaging 
through the yard tools a few years ago—and I mean more than fifty years hence, there they 
were all intact. 
I am turning the corner on to my parent’s road.  As I swing the steering wheel, I begin 
to visualize Mum’s image.  As usual, she is tending to her plants in the garden.  I see her 
probably with a trowel in hand, fresh granules of dirt falling gently from it.  I see her amidst 
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the ample corner lot she has tended for over fifty years, nurturing its every life force into an 
English country garden cloistered by nature’s gift of fruit, nut, and deciduous trees at the 
property’s perimeter.  As I behold this image of Mum, I see, in addition, a glimpse of the three 
majestic willows casting their protective shadows over our back yard and their branches 
swaying in metronomic fashion to a faint but certain everyday breeze: a breeze I must now 
come to reckon as ceased, marking with its lifeless stillness, Mum’s lamented and daunting 
absence. 
My blinker on, I turn now into my parents’ driveway.  The crunch of the gravel jolts 
me into present-day consciousness.  In fact, as the real estate agent forewarned me, by parking 
my car here, I am now trespassing.  She further admonished the property is under surveillance. 
However, casting my eyes towards the back yard—a place where I had seen Mum so 
many times tending her garden—I readily envisioned the pleasing sight of her beckoning smile; 
and remain in full surrender to this enveloping trance, a chorus of dictates from my memory-
tinged imagination.  Particularly, I see her beckoning me to complete some garden chore, 
perhaps to cut the lawns, rake the leaves or to lift something heavy that she had already 
attempted to lift by herself. 
This was a most routine affair.  Anticipating my presence, Mum would set out such 
tasks for me on one of her carefully maintained daily lists.  Sometimes she would exclusively 
dedicate a list for me as earmarked by the heading of ‘TIM’ atop it in large blackened capital 
letters with a big fat colon beside it. 
However, her lists would cover a great range of things well beyond household chores 
and shopping errands.  Notably her professional singing engagements—taking lessons, giving 
lessons, attending rehearsals, arranging concerts and performing in concerts—would stand out 
amongst them.  Oh yes!  She also had the same regime in mind for me.  Her stage mothering 
was plainly evident on these lists.  Her exclaim, “You should be a singer,” resounds loudly in 
my memory.  And she nurtured any sign of interest I gave to her ambition.  I played the piano.  
I played the cello.  I played the guitar—both rock and classical.  I joined the choir; at least, in 
each case, for a little while.  Actually, I was quite struck by the cello, but my parents refused 
to upgrade me from a three-quarter size to a full size.  If they had, it might have stuck.  I might 
have been the next Casals or Rostropovich!  But, alas, I wasn’t practicing enough.  It was 
terribly difficult to meet my father’s prescription of two hours a day. 
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Every morning Mum prepared these lists.  In fact, the kitchen table was always full of 
them along with the memorable brilliantly pencilled broad stroke of a strikethrough for each 
task completed.  There was never any space to eat on the table.  Notably, joining these lists 
and competing heavily with Mum’s professional agendas would be scattered piles of copious 
conceptions of different garden layouts and contemplated house renovations all sketched out 
with the rigour and form, I suggest, of a Mondrian painting. 
Mum always kept true to her lists.  Every season, she would dig up the garden to install 
new plot configurations and plant assortments of richly varied flowers and vegetables.  And 
almost every season, the house was renovated.  Whether in some small or big way, we were 
always living, it seemed, through a renovation with mounds of dust and plaster surrounding us 
and sheets of plastic scattered here and there as protective sheaths for our daily goings-on while 
the carpenters hammered and sawed in the house.   
There is Mum standing amidst the construction of our new living room, circa 1966, I 
think.  She is pouring over the architectural plans with her bevy of handpicked contractors.  I 
remember one or two of them vividly: especially Nick, Nick Webber.  While some of the 
carpenters seemed to wear a flask in their upper pocket and sport the faint smell of whisky on 
their breath, Nick always sported a bottle of Pepto-Bismol in his hand which he frequently 
imbibed.  He must have had some ulcer!  But then there was Mr Jorgenson, the site foreman; 
or so he thought.  He was a burly gregarious Dane with an always-cheerful disposition.  I 
remember him so fondly.  You knew that the workday had come to an end when he summoned 
his crew together for clean-up and bellowed with his thick accent, “Cover wid de plastic!  
Cover wid de plastic!” 
Mum worked right alongside of them.  It would seem that the only thing missing was 
her hard hat.  Bill Jorgenson thought he was foreman but even Nick Webber knew better than 
to believe that.  Bill’s crew knew that the measure of the day’s work was by Mum’s yardstick, 
not Bill’s.  Mum, a child of the Depression, was always looking for ways to improvise from the 
plans to save money.  She would cart in something from the thrift store or salvage yard and 
consult them to see if it could be worked into the plans as a cost-cutting measure.  This led 
Mum to her greatest architectural achievement, vaulted ceilings in the living room! 
It was probably some discussion about saving on the cost of materials that led to a 
major reconfiguring of the architectural plans.  Expose the beams!  Don’t cover them.  This 
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‘cost-cutting’ measure led to a most elegantly designed and regal living room.  I remember 
Nick working on the beams before they were installed: antiquing them, sculpting them with 
his plane in small narrow strokes to create a delicate rippled effect.  Installed, they were stained 
a deep walnut colour.  In the meantime, Mum had befriended the local ironworks placing her 
first of many orders: an oblong chandelier in a sturdy matte black echoing the beam’s ripples.  
And these were juxtaposed against a redbrick fireplace and walnut mantelpiece.  I note that 
Mum’s thriftiness came into full play when she went to the Sally Ann and picked up a brown 
mohair sofa for thirty-nine dollars and two coppery red armchairs for a dollar or two a piece.  
She gave birth to a most exquisitely assembled living room.  Mum was the foreman! 
Where was Dad?  Dad was at work.  Largely, his role was to give an approving smile 
to Mum for the day’s joinery.  When he managed a day at home, he would chat up Jorgenson 
and crew in his most British gentlemanly manner and express applause for the unfolding 
transformation of our family abode.  They relished talking to him for he was a child of the 
Industrial Revolution and had, for a playwright and drama producer, the most uncanny knack 
of talking about technical matters with great finesse: easily assimilating their lumbering jargon 
and spouting off terms such as Robertson’s, Phillip’s, T-square and mortise and tenon in no 
time with unquestioned fluency. 
But these projects were Mum’s babies.  She ‘owned’ them.  At least, that is, until the 
‘last nail’ was driven in.  When a project finished, I always witnessed Mum strangely undertake 
a rite of abdication; a ceding of property rights, if you will, to Dad.  The living room, I am 
afraid, was a stellar example of that. 
You recall how Mum had appointed the living room: the sofa, the armchairs, a few 
small tables and an array of carefully selected ornaments.  Well, Dad was not keen on this 
image.  He had another image in mind, the stereophonic image.  Within days of the living 
room’s completion, Dad was supervising the delivery of mammoth speakers to dot two ends 
of the living room and a gramophone the size of a ‘city block’ to sprawl out in one corner of 
the room.  This gorgeously patterned brown mohair sofa was no longer simply a chair for 
‘three to curl up in’ to watch the fireplace embers.  It had become the ‘sound booth,’ that is, 
the pivotally-placed chair from which all gramophone recordings—that is, long play records 
in American parlance—were to be listened. 
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The installation of this machinery was a major orchestration.  All sorts of 
measurements had to be taken to achieve an accurate sound image; particularly, the apex of 
this image had to arrive at the centremost point of the sofa.  I watched as Dad and his audiophile 
friends rocked the speakers a few centimetres here and a few centimetres there to achieve this 
perfection: this quest to replicate the acoustics of London’s Royal Festival Hall, for example.  
Mum looked on from the newly created balcony within reach of the apex of the vaulted ceilings 
she conceived during one of her thrifty moments. 
Strikingly, Mum seems fairly non-plus about this categorical usurpation or 
appropriation.  It was just another one of her selfless acts at the expense of seeing Dad happy.  
She long ago realized that his world did not extend much beyond ‘vinyl.’  In the years to come, 
Mum never got Dad out into garden.  At best, he would peer out the living room door and 
utter one or two words of approval about the incredible and voluminous garden Mum was 
grooming. 
Suffice it to say that the living room transformed into Dad’s private sound room in a 
matter of days after it was built.  It became his hobby room or as we say in the current parlance, 
it became his ‘mancave.’  Only when there were social gatherings at his or Mum’s invitation 
did he release his iron grip on the use of this room.  To be sure and at risk of being 
overwrought, much in the vein as Chamberlain coming back from Germany in ’39 with his 
famous appeasement, Mum enabled Dad to proclaim his edict that the living room—or rather, 
the sound room—was his realm.  By my own account, I reckon that I was in that room only a 
handful of times growing up.  Dad didn’t have much truck for my musical tastes at the time.  I 
had no chance of getting the Stones’ “Her Majesty’s Satanic Request” anywhere near the 
spindle.  And no!  I wasn’t permitted to use the gramophone. 
I can understand, however, why Mum surrendered this majestic hall.  She was not 
short on sanctuaries within the grounds.  To be frank, she had three of them.  Without doubt, 
the garden was her primary sanctuary.  I am sure she enjoyed many hours of serenity and 
contemplation in it.  Dad never stepped foot into kitchen except to eat, therefore, the kitchen 
offered her a second one as demonstrated by her piled-high kitchen table.  And she had her 
own sound room or rather, her music room equipped with a grand piano, violins, music stands, 
metronomes, sheet music library and my brother’s and my leftover instruments.  For Mum, 
these sanctuaries were on a daily circuit: unsurprisingly starting in the kitchen, mediated by 
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the garden and consummated in the music room by way of vocalizations, rehearsals, lessons, 
reading scores and the occasional private concert. 
To the outsider, it may be striking that my parents had their separate musical domains.  
Was it simply that seeming natural divide between artist and audience, creator and consumer, 
musician and audiophile?  Different Pursuits?  Craft versus technology?  Honing the perfection 
of fluidic and malleable organic vocal abilities versus fiddling for perfection with the brittle 
plasticity of sound reproducing hardware?  Before I leap off into further abstraction, was it 
plainly that Mum was a music-maker and Dad was a music-receiver, entailing, of course, 
different skill and aesthetic vantage points to be reckoned with? 
Maybe this answers it: Mum met Dad in the early nineteen-forties when she was the 
salesgirl in the records department at the former Thompson and Page furniture boutique on 
South Granville.  Mum sold Dad lots of records during their courtship.  As I understand it, 
much of their courtship carried on through gatherings held in my Grandma Newman’s small 
apartment living room on West 14th.  Mum was brought into Dad’s coterie of university 
friends.  At Grandma Newman’s, they spent many an evening listening to and critiquing the 
latest gramophone pressings—usually those from the UK. 
I caution, however, that if we fast forward to the mid-1960’s, we still find Dad 
listening to the latest pressings with his friends—and my older brother now joining this 
circle—but Mum is nowhere to be seen.  By this time, despite his relentless attempts, Dad 
could neither coax nor wave any kind of magic to get Mum to sit down and listen to music 
with him.  Musical practice, whether making or listening, had been the very seminal and 
ovarian bond that brought them together and afforded the intermingling of two artistic spirits 
resulting in a fifty-nine-year marriage.  Nonetheless, at least from the mid-sixties, they were 
never to be found together neither on the same sofa or same room listening to, sharing the 
experience of someone else’s ‘music.’  Sorrowfully, this extended to the attendance of live 
musical performances, as well.  Come to think of it, I recall their last joint venture, a 
production a Mozart’s “Cosi fan Tutte” for the Sacramento Symphony and the CBC, was in 
1966.  Am I to think that the strands bonding this partnership that met out ambitions of 
performing on the London stage in the late nineteen-forties began to fracture and disentangle 
at this time? 
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THE FIRST FRET 
In Mum’s music room, I see my classical guitar in the corner on its stand.  I haven’t 
played it for a while.  It’s my fourth guitar.  I got my first guitar during the British Invasion.  I 
was about eight or nine.  Being inspired the Beatles’ film, “A Hard Day’s Night” and Gerry and 
the Pacemaker’s film, “Ferry Across the Mersey,” I cajoled Mum into getting me a guitar.  As 
I mentioned earlier, on these matters, it didn’t take all that much whining. 
We went to the Hudson’s Bay store downtown first thing in the morning before it 
opened.  We joined a bunch of door-crashers for its Bay Day Sale.  The guitar was on sale for 
something like six or seven dollars.  I got it!  I asked my older cousin Steve to give me lessons.  
He was running a garage band called “The Boston Tea Party” and they actually got gigs.  My 
lessons were rather short-lived, however.  My melodic abilities had yet to emerge.  My 
emulations of the Fab Four were still pretty much restricted to strumming the tennis racket 
whilst humming those nearly monosyllabic tunes of the British Beat: “bits and a pieces, bits and 
a pieces duuh—duh—duh—duuh—duh—dah—duh—da.” 
 
THE SECOND FRET 
My second guitar was a steel string S.S. Stewart.  Don, the husband of Mum’s pianist, 
Kay gave this to me when I was about ten.  I started to learn chords.  I began to feel callouses 
on my fingertips.  I remember that raw stinging feeling as these callouses began to appear. 
With my allowance and paper route money, I bought Beatle songbooks.  I still wasn’t 
really able to sight-read but followed the chord notations for every song in the book.  I was 
building a small repertoire and I think almost ready for a garage band try out.  Oh yes.  
‘Every—good—boy—deserves—fudge’ for the treble clef and ‘F—A—C—E’ for the bass 
clef.  Ultimately, I learned much more than this having gone through a number of instruments 
during my adolescence.  But don’t ask me to recall it now.  Frankly, I think I’ve regressed back 
to only knowing those mnemonics.  Certainly, don’t ask me about the staff for the viola—the 




THE THIRD FRET 
I am thirteen.  Abbey Road or the White Album has just come out.  “Mum, I want an 
electric guitar.”  Mum replies, “You know what ‘your father’ will say to that!”  “Mum, I’ve 
saved up money for it!”  Still, it didn’t take many pleas and protestations.  This was about music 
and Mum’s ambition for her son!  Very little arm-twisting was required. 
On one of my Saturday afternoons in downtown, I had found a guitar shop on Granville 
near the bridge where prices were almost affordable.  I asked Mum if she would go to the shop 
with me to look at these guitars.  Mum first apprised me of strategy.  “We are going to have 
to bring the guitar into house without your father knowing, you know,” she calmly but 
assuredly remarked.  “Not a peep.  You Understand.  Not a Peep!”  Mum was like the ‘Newman 
Resistance.’  I was well aware by now of her record of smuggling things into the house without 
my father knowing, at least initially.  Consider 1963.  Dad goes to Europe on a three-week 
business trip.  During those three weeks, Mum brings a sewing machine, vacuum cleaner and 
dishwasher into the house.  Dad would have surely guffawed and protested Mum’s need of 
these things.  And it’s not because he was always there to wash the dishes for Mum after a 
meal. 
It’s Tuesday after school.  Mum and I go down to the Coda Music shop on Granville.  
I greet the salesman who attended last Saturday.  I point out the guitar I am interested in to 
Mum.  It was Gretsch copy made by Yamaha.  I also noticed that the salesman is taking an 
uncomfortable amount—that is, for me uncomfortable amount—of interest in Mum.  I reckon 
like the fabled resistance fighters that preceded her; Mum was a major flirt.  Mum fully 
capitalized on this gentleman’s apparent carnal desires and got me the guitar for a really good 
price.  We took it home, snuck it through the basement and into my room.  There, I strummed 
it silently without an amplifier for about three months.  I beamed with every note I plucked 
and treasured every callous that popped up on my fingertips. 
It was Christmas day.  Dad still didn’t know about the guitar. I received a gift of the 
“Abbey Road” album under the tree.  When we finished our morning festivities, I brought this 
record down to my room.  Opened it and inspected its contents.  I then fetched my electric 
guitar out of its case and began to strum silently some of the new songs on this album.  But I 
started to crave hearing its sound: still no amplifier!  How can I remedy that?  Tell Dad, I 
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thought.  Show him the guitar.  After all, it’s Christmas.  Surely, I wouldn’t face his wrath 
today. 
But there is a chance.  We’re a secular family; don’t believe in the birth of Jesus or 
anything like that.   Mum’s a lapsed Christian—Methodist specifically—and Dad’s an 
assimilated Jew; or, a Jew by heritage only as he would caution me to say.  Dad had a strong 
disavowal towards his roots. 
My parents always told me that they left religion at the altar or rather, in their case, 
the footsteps of city hall.  It’s true.  I’ve seen their marriage certificate.  In the old days, you 
had to spell out your religion on this certificate.  Mum and Dad simply registered ‘none’ beside 
that question.  However, they did replace Jesus and Moses with another near deity in their 
marital practice.  George Bernard Shaw, to be precise.  As observant Shavians, Mum and Dad 
aspired to the tenets of Fabian socialism sometimes with an annoyingly fervent zeal. My brother 
and I periodically felt the brunt of that with our material wants and personal aspirations.  Dad 
often challenged our egos. 
I am not sure whether I told Mum of my plan.  Anyway, I braved it.  I brought the 
guitar upstairs unannounced and with a broad guilty smile presented my electric guitar to my 
dad.   Strikingly, his response was rather muted.  There was no animation, hysterics or theatrics 
about the fact that I brought this heathen instrument into the house.  He uttered no accusations 
that I have dared to defy his tradition of classical music within the household.  No venting that 
I was now a heretic to be sent to the gallows.  I thought: maybe Mum already told him?  Or 
was this an example of Dad’s closet Christian sentiment? Mum and I always wondered about 
that.  Mum, the minister’s daughter, would query from time to time why Dad incorporated 
so much religious music, so much Bach into his programs.  And that three-week business trip 
to Europe in ’63: he and a close organist friend went to play on and record the various Church 
organs that Bach had performed on across Germany.  Or was it that Dad knew in the end 
resolve his opinions and dictates had very little sway or weight against Mum’s agendas?  He 
perhaps knew with nearly three decades of marriage under his belt that he was defeated on at 
least two counts even before plotting some kind of censure.   First, Mum wanted her son to 
be a musician.  Second, Dad had never been able to navigate around Mum’s eclectic tastes.  
While she had been schooled in operatic German lieder and as a pupil, subject to the 
demanding orthodoxies and puritanical attitudes of a number of European-trained teachers, 
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Mum still listened to Sinatra, still liked to get up and dance to popular tunes and in 1964, 
pulled me in front of the TV to watch the Beatles on the Ed Sullivan show.  I remember my 
Dad’s dismissive hand wave as we sat glued to the lyrics. 
As a Resistance Fighter, Mum was indefatigable especially when it came to defending 
access to the arts and promoting popular culture: and as a member of the ‘Newman 
Resistance,’ placing charges in and amongst the brick and mortar of my Dad’s cultural citadel.  
I mean, to drive this point home, Mum in one her future roles was vocal coach to Doug and 
the Slugs! 
I’m now plugged in: got a little Kalamazoo amp.  I can twang my guitar now.  Let the 
strings buzz and reverberate just like the opening the Beatles’ “I’m So Fine” on the “Rubber 
Soul” album.  And use the tremolo all I want: although I am kind of concerned that I might 
snap the strings if I swing the tremolo arm too aggressively.  Unlike Pete Townsend and Brian 
Entwistle—of the Who rock band—I can’t afford to snap strings or throw my guitar up in the 
air.  I try out for a garage band.  Jam with them for a few sessions.  Eh?  Am I outgrowing my 
electric guitar already?  I just got the amplifier! 
Dad had an idea about how I could use the amplifier.  He said I could hook up a record 
turntable to it.  Of course, he was always at pains to deflect any notion that I could use his 
broadcast quality transcription turntable in the living room.  But this was about a turntable in 
my own room.  I could play what I want and do what every teenager does: crank up the 
volume.  Dad found an inexpensive turntable that met all standards or rather, a couple of rungs 
below that because it was for me.  
We placed the turntable on my dresser.  Alongside it, I put a record stand and gathered 
up all the LP’s I could of popular music.  They were largely my brother’s cast offs.   He had a 
stereo system in his room, too.  Now a sophisticated university student, he played his music 
into the early hours of the morning.  His room adjoined mine.  Therefore, I was serenaded 
nearly all night, every night by one piece being played after another.  But his tastes had changed.  
His cast offs were the Doors, the Moody Blues and Simon and Garfunkel, among others.  
Hence, I was witness to his graduation into classical music.  He started off with hefty pieces: 
Belshazzar’s Feast, Dvorak’s ‘New World’ and Beethoven’s Ninth, “The Choral.”  And he 
would play them over and over again.  In the mornings, I began to hum quite a repertoire of 
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classical pieces, and sometimes unwittingly in the afternoons and sing myself to sleep with 
them at night-time: that is, unless his record player was on.  What a deluge! 
 
THE FOURTH FRET 
Our family friends, the Candelaria’s, had just come back from a yearlong sabbatical in 
Spain.  I am visiting with their son Philip.  Philip presents to me the treasure he and his parents 
found in their travels across Spain, a handmade classical guitar.  A Spanish one!  He has just 
started lessons and plucks some its strings.  The sound, the sound!  What beautiful resonating 
and intoxicating sound I am hearing from this guitar.  From the staple diet of nightlong classical 
music I have been hearing from my brother’s record player over the past year or so, I have 
now heard, of course, sample selections of guitarists such as Segovia, Bream, Williams and 
probably a little bit of Boyd.  So, my ear was certainly attune to the pleasurable melodic plucks 
that Philip made on his guitar. 
“Mum, I want to get a classical guitar.”  I am sixteen now.  I had already checked out 
a few guitars at a store in the Varsity district and figured out that I can trade in my S.S. Stewart 
and Yamaha electric guitars for a new ‘partly’ handmade classical guitar, from Japan.  Mum 
and I drove over to the Bill Lewis store on Broadway.  Getting set for a whole new journey 
into guitar learning, I surrendered my acoustic and electric guitars to Bill Lewis. 
“Mum, Philip is studying with Chris Jordan.  I would really like to.”  Mum consults 
Dad.  Dad stipulates his two hours of practicing rule.  “And if you don’t do that, I’m not paying 
for your lessons.” 
During one lesson, Jordan brings Mum into the studio to hear me play.  He offers me 
remarkable praise.  He says to Mum, “Hear the tone Tim produces when he plays.  He has to 
practice more.”  It didn’t help that Jordan was a colleague of my Dad’s at the CBC.  This made 
the two-hour rather easily enforced.  I continue to take more lessons for, I think, another two 
years.  I graduate high school, begin to prepare for university and with that the guitar ends up 
in the closet untouched for a good long while.   
I am in my third year of university.  I need to find money to pay tuition fees.  A 
brainstorm!  I can sell my guitar to get the money I need for fees.  I have questioned and 
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lamented my decision to sell the guitar every day since for the last thirty-eight years.  I yearn 
to pluck strings and feel torturous callouses upon my fingertips. 
 
THE FIFTH FRET 
Mum is gone now.  It’s July 2013.  A year and a half has gone by since Mum passed 
away; and over eight years for Dad.  My birthday’s coming up.  ‘I want my Bill Lewis guitar 
back!’ rolls silently off my tongue but with such a great force.  I confer with Mum.  I mean I 
go over to the bench she had erected for her and my Dad at the edge of the park across from 
the family home of fifty-two years; the bench that has the plaque, “In Memory and Celebration 
of Gerald and Joyce Newman and their Lifelong Involvement in the Performing Arts.”  I sit on 
the bench and feel Mum’s enveloping smile and sense her utter forth these words, so typical 
they were of Mum; ‘Well, you can afford it.   Just don’t let it collect dust in the corner of the 
room!’  Now, the first sentence could be me simply contriving her words.  Unfortunately, as 
to second sentence, they came, I am sure, directly from Mum.  There is no mistaking the tone 
of her reprimand. 
 The guitar has been collecting dust in the corner of my study for about one year now.  
But on the day I bought it, I was immensely happy.  I could smell the scent of cedar again.  I 
could press my fingers against the fretboard and feel the sting of each and every one of my left-
hand fingertips as they pressed to find notes on the strings.  I could pluck the big brassy lower 
strings with my thumb and feel my thumbnail catch the strings awkwardly between my nail 
and skin, relishing the small grazes they left. 
But then I heard the sound I was making; perhaps that wonderful tone that Chris Jordan 
had once upon time remarked.  Hearing these faint and careful strums and plucks I applied as 
I re-acquainted myself with my long-lost guitar summoned my deep aural memory: in 
particular to all the many performances and recordings I heard of Vivaldi’s ‘Lute Concerto in 
D minor.’  I had played it over and over—on the record player, that is, and it must be millions 
and millions of times that I have hummed this tune to myself while doing something else: 
drawing, printmaking, washing the dishes or cutting the lawns.  As I draw the feel and aroma 
of my new cedar topped Spanish handmade guitar, I begin to hear this wonderful embracing 
concerto: ‘Dum—di—dum—dum—di—dum—di—dum—di—dum—di—dum—di—
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dum.’  But then, Beatle sounds begin to emerge, tracks from the “White Album” seem to start 
to interpenetrate the soothing melodic embraces of this Vivaldi piece.  Oh no!  I am beginning 
to hear “Helter Skelter,” ‘da—da—da—da—da—da—de—da.’  It’s seems to be coming to 
an end.  A relief!  Silence.  Phew!  What’s this?  “I’ve got blisters on my fingers” shouts out at 













The brown mohair chesterfield and India carpet  




The high-fidelity equipment my father would typically 





My brother, Geoffrey, aged seven or thereabouts here and likely before I was on the scene,  
was the beneficiary of the living room high-fidelity equipment and record collection.   







MUM  in her  GARDEN  in  2011 
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THE NEW MORTICIANS 
 
 
The new morticians have set up shop 
Armed with death notices, they stand single file 
As to form a barrier between past and present 
one by one, like a row of dominoes, they stand before 
the municipal magistrate to get their official stamp 
 
With documents in hand, they march up and down 
every corridor, every pillar and post, announcing death 
to this one and that one, that one and this one 
until they are nearly out of breath 
so they can prepare to sweep life’s sweet treats 
 
into this dust bin and that dustbin 
without remorse or retreat 
already for the dustbin men’s clutches 
who are resigned to ‘such is’ 
putting our past to sleep 
 
With their sleek bulldozer-like hearses and robust tractor-like 
limousines 
these morticians, with top hat, cloak and cane 
gather this shingle and that shake, this stud and that rail 
seeing our former abodes becoming more frail 
and finally snuffing them out with their big broad cloaks 
 
And that’s all, folks 
No longer do we have a past 
or even a present. 
and quite frankly that’s something 









—in my hometown—  
 
I have it! 
I’ll write a letter  
to the editor 
 
I’ll spell it out for him. 




“there seems to be a revolution 
a foot.” 
 
Bulldozers, tractors, dump-trucks 
marching down each and every street 
refuse bins shuffling side-by-side 
 
in sleek harmonic steps 
in machine-like precision 
these transformers do parade 
 
readying their chainsaws 
poising their shovels 
towards the hallowed ground 
 
of despair 
it’s not fair 
but they don’t care 
 
as they turf-up one layer 
after another layer 














                                          Photograph by Haya Newman 
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     This is very hard to do.  In fact my head 
is aching—suppressing my own feelings and 
pushing myself to make sure you have a last 
letter from me. 
 
     I’d better lighten up a little.  Let’s see—
I’ll give Percy* your ‘respects’—how’s 
that?  He’s certainly never really left us, has 
he?  And I don’t intend to— 
 
     All I wish for you Tim—and I know 
you’ll get it—good happy times as befits 
your nature.  Just have faith in what you’re 
doing and do things to the best of your 
ability. 
 
     I’ve appreciated your love and closeness 
always.  How lucky I’ve been really!  I still 
love your father and luckily even so late in 
life have begun to understand why we were 
drawn to eachother.  I hope you will forget 
my moments of distress and realize that 
both you and Geoff are products of very 
true feelings.   
 
     Whatever strength or courage I gave you 
Tim—in our many phone calls—I pass on 
to you.  And I’ll be aware of your 
successes—somewhere. 
 
Thank you Tim for our times together, and 
all the kind things you’ve done.  I truly have 
loved you too and hope that all of you will 
pull together to make your lives better for 
eachother. 
 
forever love, Mum 
 















The author  
 
saunters along now 
 








THE TIMMERMAN TALES  
— latitudes of love, learning and lament—  
 
short chronicles attesting to arresting moments of creative stalemate 




remnants of my childhood bedroom 
 
the headboards of my brother’s and my childhood beds now fused together as part of my wife’s and my 
matrimonial bedstead; beds handed down from my father and uncle, beds from their childhood; and the 
afghan blanket knitted by my Grandma Bishop and presented to me at age five now lays atop my wife and 




We walked around and through what was left of these buildings. We saw items 
left behind; clues to the lives that were lived there.  Bedframes, a stove, a sewing 
machine, a container of gasoline, and piles of rusted cans…these items brought 
this remote part of history to life.   
Talya Fuchs123 
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WINSTON’S GOT MY BACK! 
 
 
I first read Winston Churchill’s story, My Early Life: A Roving Commission depicting his 
difficulties at grammar school in childhood, probably in grade four and likely near the time of 
his death in 1965.  Due to, I am sure, the media saturation that accompanied his death—press 
coverages, televised broadcasts of archival footage and especially of his funeral procession, 
Churchill’s death profoundly affected me.  I can even remember having this dreadful fear at 
bedtime that Mister Churchill poised with thumbs in waistcoat and cigar in hand was hiding 
behind the curtain of my bedroom closet.  Many a night well into grade seven, I looked 
nervously upon the curtain as I drifted off to sleep—and not once did I muster courage to pull 
it back!   
However, I suggest my imagination may have conjured him up as my guardian: 
stimulated not so much by his military and political reputations but rather by his youthful 
demonstration of temerity towards the sometimes-fruitless rigour and near-sighted pedantry 
of formal education with its sometimes-opportunistic and predatory in Loco Parentis authority 
figures.  Indeed, for salvation, I clung on to Mister Churchill’s story through more than a 
handful of bleak moments in my own journey through the educational system; coping 
particularly with the unequivocal malfeasance of teachers.  And just to name a few of their 
dastardly deeds: ripping me out my desk in grade one, blasting me with ‘stinging and stunning’ 
snowballs in grade five upon the excuse that I needed to ‘toughen-up,’ and humiliating me 
with the nickname of ‘Smiley’ in grade seven.  This was, I suppose, the price I paid for a 
cheerful disposition and a Cheshire cat smile.  These teachers did not even reprimand the class 
bullies who beckoned my friendship by offering me ‘saliva-soaked’ smarties or repeatedly 
punched me in the shoulder whilst calling me ‘Tim—mit—tee’ in a parody, for example, of 
my grade six teacher’s Caribbean accent!  Had it not been for Mister Churchill’s provision of 
spirit and mantras such as ‘we shall never surrender’ and equipped, for example, with nothing 
more than a ‘Chamberlain appeasement’ in hand, I would have surely never survived the unruly 
and rights-deprived classrooms of the nineteen-sixties.  ‘Winnie’ remains my hero to this day!  
And I do confess that even as I now lay beside my very own ‘Clemmie,’ my dear wife Haya, as 
we begin our slumbers, I occasionally cast my eyes towards our bedroom closet knowing that 





As a young child, about the age of four or five, I remember making up words.  I didn’t 
always hear correctly the sounds of words.  So, I would make up words from what I thought I 
had heard.  Now, I only remember one of them.  For example, I would say ‘karner’ for that 
quick and convenient meal my mum used to make for my brother and me at supper, ‘Kraft 
Dinner.’  I am sure that if my brother was along side of me while I am writing this, he would 
prompt me to remember a great many more words through his well-honed teasing; teasing 
that he began to practice on me fifty-odd years ago. 
To be honest, I can’t tell you whether I misheard these words or whether it was simply 
an early indication of my passion for wordplay; my curiosity about sounds and meanings and 
how they may be manipulated.  I have a hunch it was the latter.  I am probably able to boast 
about having a rather large vocabulary at that age.  I loved to collect words. 
However, I didn’t collect my words by reading.  I collected them by listening; 
especially at the supper table where I heard my mother and father converse.  My dad was most 
professorial, always having copies of the Guardian newspaper, the New Statesman or the BBC 
Listener magazines at his fingertips.  He produced drama and music programs for CBC radio.  
He didn’t always listen to the CBC, however.  Especially, on a weekend morning, the BBC 
World Service was often playing in the background as he read his books or tinkered with one 
of audiophile gadgets.  As a child, I heard a lot of words, but I didn’t read them.   
In school, I had difficulty reading.  In the primary grades, I was one of those pupils 
who had to hold a ruler under each line of text to guide my recognition and articulation of 
words; words that had flown in and nested into my ears as a toddler.  And how I would stumble 
through one line after another!   
In the intermediate grades, it only got worse: the ‘SRA’ reading system!  Now, I was 
put upon to compete with my fellow classmates to achieve in my reading comprehension.  
Those levels: I remember praying almost every night that I would ascend through the ranks 
and catch up; catch up to my friends and not get stuck at level three or four.   
Why couldn’t I get higher?  I remember being only a stone’s throw away from being 
enrolled into the remedial class.  I mean that was okay.  After all, my best friend was in it.  But 
then I kept on seeing him slip back, further and further back in his performance.  He was doing 
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worse than I was and at the end of the year, the teacher held him back in the same grade.  At 
least I made it to grade five! 
On my night table beside my bed, I kept three or four books: a ‘Rupert Bear’ book, 
the ‘Science Digest,’ a ‘Robinson Crusoe’ book, and a couple of ‘Dr. Seuss’ books that my 
mum helped me choose at the library.   
My favourite book was the ‘Science Digest.’  It had a whole bunch of experiments in 
it.  I remember one involving a handkerchief, some toothpicks and a glass of water.  I can’t 
remember exactly how you assembled these items together, but the object was to turn the 
glass of water upside down so that no water leaked out.  Did I succeed in doing this?  I can’t 
remember.  I do remember my brother helped me with it.  He was the scientist.  And this was 
originally his book anyway. 
I liked the ‘Science Digest’ particularly because it didn’t have any long sentences or 
long paragraphs.  Concise, quick and to the point, it was.   
Another book I liked to read as a child was the telephone directory.  Here, information 
was even more to the point than my brother’s ‘Science Digest.’  I made a practice of 
memorizing names, addresses and telephone numbers; and even practiced reading upside 
down.  I developed skills that have been helpful to this day. 
Go ahead.  Ask me the phone number for my parents’ friends, the Sutherlands.  I 
haven’t used it since the nineteen-sixties and it’s been disconnected nearly since then: Walnut 
2-6053, right?  Oh!  And I can even still name off the telephone exchanges for Vancouver even 
though they were dropped, I don’t know, maybe forty years ago: that is ‘Walnut 2’ became 
‘922, ‘Regent 3” became ‘733,’ ‘Castle 4’ became ‘224,’ ‘Mutual 4’ became ‘684,’ ‘Trinity 
6’ became ‘876’ and so on; truly, I can name them all.  Well, maybe not the ‘27’ exchange 
located in Richmond.  I seem to be tripping on this one.  And ‘24’ didn’t even exist back then. 
While I continued to stumble on words at school, this self-initiated ‘home-schooling” 
where I learned different assemblages of ‘morphemes’ and ‘allomorphs’ was good preparation 
for my play sessions with friends in the neighbourhood.  We were all interested in the ‘James 
Bond’ films.  I think ‘Goldfinger’ was playing at the time.   
Honestly, I was more into the less slick and rough-and-tumble Len Deighton movie 
called the “Ipcress File.”  I saw myself more as a ‘Harry Palmer’ type than a ‘James Bond’ 
type—and I still do, I suppose; bit of a rogue, I am.  If I wasn’t thinking of Palmer as I was 
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playing with my friends, I was thinking of those two characters in the war film called “The 
Great Escape.”  I actually fancied myself—and still do—as a combination of James Garner’s 
character, the ‘scrounger’ and Donald Pleasance’s character, the ‘forger.’  No, you wouldn’t 
find my ‘imagination’ hopping on to Steve McQueen’s motorcycle, then or now! 
I was in charge of making the codes, the secret documents and the currency.  I relished 
every minute of twisting numerals, letters and made-up symbols into an overly complicated 
code or into documents hard to decipher.  I had a whole assortment of different sizes and 
colours of papers at my disposal—papers my uncle, the printer would give me from time to 
time.  He had no idea that I had this express purpose for them.   
Back to school: by about grade five, I still wasn’t much of a reader, but I discovered a 
massive outpouring of words when I was introduced to creative writing.  During creative 
writing period I would write reams and reams of stories; some of these stories had an espionage 
theme, too.  And some of them were based on events at home; things I would hear my mum 
and dad talk about at the supper table.   
Well, I lifted a theme from one of these suppertime conversations that nearly ended 
my creative writing career.  My dad sometimes talked about his boss.  Sometimes the language 
he used to describe his boss that was remarkably similar to the language Nixon used, for 
example, in his ‘Oval Office’ tapes.  To my young creative mind, this seemed like a ripe 
opportunity to soak in some of the details my father used to portray his boss.  I thought this 
was a portrait of a villain that I could certainly put to work in my imagination.   
I didn’t take with me any of the Nixonian ‘expletive-deleted’s’ my dad had used, 
however.  What I took in particular was the nickname my dad had coined for his boss.  He had 
named him ‘Whitemouse’ which was a slight variant of his boss’s real name.  (I should perhaps 
interject that I am not playing here on the fact the Nixon resided in the White House during 
his presidency.)   
I had great fun building a story around this villain named Whitemouse.  I had him 
driving in a Rolls Royce and living in the most expensive part of the community.  I even had 
him living on the same street my dad’s real boss lived on.  I don’t know how I came to that.  I 
think I used that street name because my best friend lived on it.  Honest! 
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I handed in my story to the teacher.  She was a great teacher; very playful and 
permitted us to play all sorts of adventure games in the classroom.  Her name was Ms Javens: 
she looked like Barbara Eden of the “I Dream of Jeannie” TV show.   
Ms Javens asked me to read my story about Whitemouse aloud to the class.  My 
classmates really liked it.  I was gaining some popularity.  Then I was told it was going to be 
published in the school newspaper.  Wow!  I ran home and told my mum.  She was very 
pleased. 
Beaming and brimming with a smile, I handed my story in my most legible hand to the 
school secretary for typing. 
Then the day came.  The school newspaper was distributed to all the classes in the 
elementary school.  There was my story, prominently placed.  I eagerly read through it only 
to discover that the school secretary ‘corrected’ the nickname I had assigned to my villain.  
Yes, with the twist of a single letter, she had changed my villain’s name to the real name of my 
dad’s boss.   
















THE SCHISMS AND RHYTHMS OF CREATIVE ARREST 
 
 
In an arts-based research course, I had the opportunity to participate in a field trip to 
the Vancouver Art Gallery.  We were instructed to attend an exhibit of Edward Burtynsky’s 
photographs entitled “A Terrible Beauty;” gigantic and Kodacolor-rich depictions of the spoils 
of the petroleum and mining industries with their consequent ravages upon the British 
Columbia landscape.  Burtynsky’s massive portraits offered birds-eye views of my pillaged 
provincial backyard; naked portrayals of the destructive capacities of the unbridled capitalist 
impulse of these industries precariously contributing to the economic welfare of Canadians.  
As statements of ecological damage, his photographs were bar none messengers of the 
devastation; each portrait, I suggest, a stepping stone towards an awareness of the 
consequences of stripping our land of its mineral riches and ultimately a call to action for BC 
citizens to emancipate from their consumer entanglements that exploit these natural resources.  
I assure that Burtynsky’s message did not go unheeded by me.   
However, while Burtynsky’s exhibition was aesthetically wrenching and potently 
informative, it was not the ultimate drawing card for me at the gallery.  Strikingly, I was drawn 
into the more dimly lit side rooms that flanked the exhibition.  With archways brimming with 
warm and woolly stalagmite-like shafts of simmering incandescence, the rooms appeared to 
offer a reprieve—a cavernous shelter—from the stark representations of reality sparked by 
Burtynsky’s Kodacolor exposé.  Indeed, upon crossing the threshold into one of these rooms I 
felt like I was suddenly ensconced within the enveloping shelter—the conjured world—of a 
magic lantern.  In the Captain’s chair of its gentle flicker, I watched it cast upon the walls 
luminous threads spun and spurted out like, I suggest, succinct twenty-four frame cinematic 
measures; memory-etched ribbons pregnant with well-ripened images; shadows and 
silhouettes, dancing hand—in—hand, interlaced and intertwined yearning to return as my 
cognitive fare.  
Then two of these images—pictures upon the gallery wall—stood fixedly before my 
purview, like beacons predisposed to arrest and envelop my attention.   I beheld two etchings, 
etchings by Emily Carr, simple and unsophisticated, black and white with murky, subtle and 
storied undertones of grey; two splendid etchings of clusters of trees leaping up and cascading 
into the sky, harnessing the very apex of my consciousness, leaving my heart momentarily 
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breathless, their branches ultimately reaching out to me, enrapturing and enwrapping me like 
a posse of encircling wagon trains offering me—finally—some well-earned and much deserved 
shelter; to awaken and renew a lost bond; a bond with a forgotten and unwittingly discarded 
life-giving ritual, my near daily meditation upon a solitary tree.   
As a teenager, I had maintained this near daily practice of meditating upon the solitary 
tree that stood at the roadside of the park across from my childhood home.  From the window 
in our kitchen nook, I would fix my eyes upon its sinewy and resilient branches and keep it 
company throughout the seasons; watch it succumb to the elements and then bounce back 
from, for example, the pounce and pelting of autumnal downpours and the swoop and sway 
of wintery winds.  Significantly, it provided example.  It provided example to this budding adult 
on how to cope with and attend to life’s tribulations.  But more than that, it was my 
compassionate listener; my source of solace; my unyielding and unrelenting audience for any 
of the conundrums I brought to it.  The tree never gave up on me.  It was always there to offer 
me a steady embrace and a pivot point, a sure footing for facing moments of indecision resulting 
in those dreaded, onerous and gut-wrenching near or complete impasses that periodically 
besieged me.    
Especially, when I started college in my late adolescence, I offered this tree many 
difficult moments to muddle through with me; however, not about dating, ‘frat parties,’ how 
to get tickets to the next football game or spending too much money at the pub or casino.  
Rather, I was a serious, bookish and ultimately bespectacled college student—got glasses, in 
fact, at the age of twenty-two.  My ‘casinos’ were the community and college libraries where 
the modes of barter—that is, social interchange—were intellectual and creative and not 
material and acquisitive.   
Typically, the only currencies I gave myself license to negotiate with in my student 
days were set out in denominations of either ‘Dewey Decimal’ or ‘Library of Congress.’  Of 
course, I had to—begrudgingly—deal with the real stuff.  I mean notwithstanding the question 
that ultimately dogged me—and everyone else nowadays—for many years after my studies, 
that is, ‘how to pay back my student loans,’ my biggest monetary problem at the time was 
‘how to pay that outstanding library fine—or dodge it—so I could take out more books?  With 
reluctance, I admit I might still in fact owe a few dollars to the Robarts Library for those unpaid 
fines accumulated eons ago during my Toronto graduate school days!   
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Before this self-portrait takes a turn towards the unflattering, I will share with you 
how I engaged with this tree to seek refuge, consolation and resolution during my early student 
days whilst I was still living at home, age eighteen or nineteen, circa 1973—74.   
It might be two in the afternoon or two in the morning, weekend or weekday, I would 
be working away in my basement bedroom on an essay—say the essay accompanying a poem 
I wrote, ‘bank tower reflections,’ for a second-year English course; pounding away on my 
Smith-Corona typewriter, fighting with the electrical convenience of its unforgiving hum 
amidst every keystroke and margin bell sounding to not let it pierce into my consciousness as 
I attempt to formulate sentences.  Pensively punching the typewriter keys with my left hand 
and garrulously gripping the eraser tape with my right hand, I posit my predilections, tender 
my tidings on how I built up the imageries for this poem; and render forth the appropriate 
linguistic underpinnings to achieve these ends.   
Then I might be in mid-stanza or mid-sentence, that hum may have started to eat into 
my consciousness; or I may have simply run dry with words; or the concepts I am deliberating 
and promulgating may have begun to falter.  I have come nonetheless to a screeching halt.  That 
irrepressible hum resounds louder and louder vying to consume full-scale my attention, 
stalking my trails of keystrokes to capture and repudiate any vestiges of my creative 
undertakings, ready to snare and delegitimize even those rogue and wanton creative sparks 
readying to take me on a tangent. 
  Alas, I sit there at a full arrest.  Finger poised: at the ready.  But I have become idle, 
dormant, inanimate, vacant, repressed—stillborn.  Bereft of any words, I have become easy 
prey for this sonorous predatory current and its venomous verbally constricting undulations. 
However, I always used to fight off its predatory whims; those insipid vacillations 
whirling low-pitched reverberations poised to lull me to sleep at 2 a.m. or provoke great angst 
at 2 p.m. leaving my project suspended in an unfathomable breach.  It was simply ‘fight—
or—flight.’  Feeling my hamstrings tighten and my ankles flex, body over mind, I felt my 
nervous system kick in and fling me out of my seat putting me on certain autopilot navigation 
to seek out my refuge, my solitary tree.  In a near trance-like state, I suggest, I would dart 
down the hallway to the opposite end of the house and jettisoned myself up the staircase like 
Ricochet Rabbit, ‘Bing, Bing, Bing’—Do you remember that icon of American cinematic 
animation celebrated by children in the 1960’s? —grab on to the wrought iron railings always 
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at the same specific points and literally pounce my feet on the landing of the main floor.  Then, 
I’d turn an immediate left, find myself in the kitchen and head over to my cherished nook 
window, grasping at its sill to peer out at my mentor and friend, the tree.  And utter my 
currently pressing and indeed unfathomable question: “What should my next sentence be?”   
Answers weren’t always quickly forthcoming.  Sometimes I would engage with the 
tree for what seemed like hours, certainly several minutes.  The tree was not only, of course, 
my resource for essay composition, matters of grammar or lexical enquiries.  I took the big 
stuff to it, as well.  And sometimes the tree didn’t always provide an answer.  It would just let 
me linger or wallow on a topic or feeling.  I would seek it out as a balm, an elixir; just as a 
restorative measure, a means to put myself back together.   
It has always been the crash of a wave or the swing of a branch that helps me unfold 
this cessation.  Wave by wave, branch by branch, I find my resurgence, my release into creative 
activity.  I suggest that nature or natural phenomena potently intervenes, potently mediates 
between my poetic consciousness and poetic will to un-stuck my creative energy. 
To elaborate on this process by which the poet—me in this instance—may emancipate 
him or herself from such creative arrest, I suggest a poet must search out his or her void—
namely, creative arrest—from side to side, high and low.  He or she must muse at it, 
contemplate it and reflect upon it.  He or she must transfigure it and transpose it on to a 
particular sighting, a fixed point, a cherished point within the reaches of their vista, the vista 
that embraces the ecological environment that surrounds them day-to-day.  For example, a 
cherished point for me has been to seek out and cast my eyes upon the seashore to watch the 
rolling and crashing of the waves.  Or from memory, to remember and embrace the solitary 
tree that stands in the park across the street from my childhood home; to fix upon the image 
of its sweeping willow-like branches meeting every gust and rustle of the wind as if in pace 
with the punctuated swings of a metronome. 
In this regard, the enterprise I have detailed surrounding my engagement with the 
solitary tree during my late adolescence largely speaks to ultimately a somatic relationship 
between myself and the tree; that is, a bodily reaction to the circumstances of the creative 
arrest and a bodily engagement with the animation, expressivity or gesturing reciprocity of the 
tree to overcome the arrest.   
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The nature of the link that emerges between myself and the tree still remains 
inexplicable and indecipherable to me.  I can only fathom a parallel between this engagement 
and say a physiotherapy exercise.  Counting on something like the notion of a body—mind 
symbiosis, I can conjecture the simplistic conclusion that ‘stretching the muscle stretches the 
mind’ and thus releases the ‘intellectual spasm.’   
From this standpoint, I think the questions I have posed may be quite a tall order; 
particularly the question concerning the tree’s capacity to exude a caring relationship with me 
in my meditative interchanges.  To explore the capacity of words and nature to bond into a 
relationship that enables the conceptualization of a bridge, a mediative interchange between 
poet and solitary tree that provides ultimately an arena for expressing this semantic—somatic 
intermingling, I offer the following poem with the hope that it goes some way to demonstrate 


















Autumnal Meditative Prelude 
 
Mum and I in the kitchen nook at the family home of 
1293 Jefferson Avenue, circa 1962 
 
On autumn days  
Adolescent eyes at bay 
Through rain-splashed windows 
I gaze luminous narrow caverns  
Marshalling mother’s potted plants  
Single file 
In our kitchen nook  
Bestriding piercing shafts  
Of truncated brooks 
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Dirt-starved  
Just after their morning swill 
Plants nestled  
in earth-etched urns 
Fragmented and flanked  
Upon the festering patina  
Of grime-soaked windowsills 
Beckoning me  
To be still 
 
The nook window beckoning  




Gripping and grinding the mill 
Coarse bold stones 
Marking off 
Figurative thrones 
In old growth bones 
Topped with  
Boundless new-born crowns 
Flashing autumnal leafy mounds 
 
The solitary tree, the pinnacle of my meditative gaze 
on 13th street across from the family home, circa 1960 
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Slithery gusts  
Burst through 
Sprig and spray 
Pummelling battered boughs 
As if in a fray 
Ready to make hay 
Poised pistol-like 
with round upon round 
to dash these fiery sun-crisped mounds 
 
The solitary tree, circa 1974 
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Pelting them  
upon the ground 
And soiling them in a pasty brown 
Once shimmering  
And glimmering  
Mounds  
All spread out 
As now rain-soaked mulch 
Resigned only to feel the squelch 
 
Me, circa 1974 pondering my next sentence at my cherished  












The author  
 
saunters along now 
 

























In Search  
 




















Tim, I’m the head of a department of psychiatry and I have to tell you that 
you are not paranoid.  In an academic department, if you think someone is out to get 
you, then they are out to get you.  You’re not paranoid, Tim! 
 
Tim, you have to remember that the bully and the bullied find one 
another.  They instinctively gravitate towards one another.  You always have to 
have your antennae up.  Whenever you think you are engaging with a bully, you 
must disengage immediately, at whatever cost!  Even if it is a professor—and I 
can assure you that some professors are bullies—you must remove yourself from 
their reach.  The bully and the bullied find one another like pieces to a jigsaw 
puzzle.   
 
Move away from them.  Go the other direction.  The formula is always 
the same.  It is like iron filings to a magnet.  The bully and bullied are drawn to 
one another. 













REMEMBER ZEUS?  HE ATE HIS CHILDREN 
MY FATHER HAD A VERY FINE MEAL 




MY FATHER’S FORMER SECRETARY  
PROVIDED THE FIRST LINE TO ME  
IN SEPTEMBER  
1980 
   




ALAS, MY CREATION IS  
THE SECOND LINE  
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JUST Plain Words: 
 




a study in lingering reminiscences 
 
fondly fashioned in memory of my late father 
 
 
As a child I made up words 
Always looking at syllables as thirds 
Very much appearing like a nerd 
For my words were big words 
Three or more syllables to be heard 
 
As a child I made up words 
Rummaging through sounds as they occurred 
Always mixing and matching the phonemes I preferred 
Giving vent to the syntagms I ultimately proffered 
Neither hint nor heed to the morphemes I stirred  
 
As a child I made up words 
Syntax, solipsism, syllogism 
Only as a means to keep me in rhythm 
Allo! Morph! Phone! Neme!  
I marched my linguistic units in an orderly asymmetric scheme 
 
As a teenager I made up sentences 
now without any pretences 
For I knew the consequences 
Without any recompenses 
Of mingle-mangling my ‘nemes’ into themes 
 
As a teenager I made up sentences 
No longer counting on my genes 
Writing now with company of great esteem 
Fowler, Onions, Murray, and the many reams 




As a teenager I wrote sentences 
Mother’s tutoring commences 
Teaching me a few irreverences 
Evoking my poetic senses 
Blake and Thomas amongst my reminisces  
 
As a matriculant I wrote paragraphs 
Watching my professorial father perch upon his desk-like Ferrograph 
Never half-assed in attending to his craft 
Pen strokes carefully contemplated before nestling into the vellum kraft 
Verbal droplets parading rank and file like enveloping pointillist photographs 
 
As a matriculant I wrote paragraphs 
My father sometimes said they weren’t clear enough 
Plain words! Plain words! He would rebuff 
While rather gruff, he knew his stuff 
I couldn’t slough he was fair enough 
 
As a matriculant I wrote paragraphs 
Pious points my father professed 
Practical, plain, textual were his best 
Richards, Gowers, Bowers he impressed 
But I must confess none met my test 
 
As a college student I wrote papers 
Deconstructing novels about spy capers 
le Carré, Deighton, Fleming as spy-makers 
Burgess, Philby, McLean as MI5 infiltrators  
Lives lived as codebreakers, forgers, fakers 
 
As a college student I wrote papers 
Immersed within intermingling intellectual vapours 
Betwixt and between academic movers and shakers 
In pursuit of my linguistic caretakers 
Firth and Quirk my philologic ground breakers 
 
As a college student I wrote papers 
Clothbound books 
Splintered spines  
Embossed bindings 
Corridors winding to 
My research findings 
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I am older now 
My mother and father are gone   
Their library stands neglected 
with books hungering  
for more than can be expected 
 
I am older now 
My eyes sweep across the familiar rows 
of these books unattended 
Richards, Gowers and Bowers offended 
Not to be befriended 
 
I am older now 
Arranging for the United Way 
But the final box lid won’t stay 
Popping up and peeking out 
Two books my father hoorayed 
 
I am older now 
Perched upon and pushing down  
This final box as my lounge 
I begin to read my father’s Ernest Gowers 
And even his Steven Pinker 
 
Two of his many books 




A sampling of my father’s library of at least a several thousand-fold books, now 




My father as head of a university department, 1970126 
 
 
My father papered his office walls with a scattered array of placards  
displaying mottos from past pundits in his professorial profession.  Mottos,  
I suggest, signifying benchmarks of academic excellence.  Codes of conduct, 
standard bearers perhaps or just plain and simple words he could map out  
in his four corners of the academy to provide leadership on  
matters of pedagogical and scholarly discourse. 
 
A Curriculum Vitae thirty-eight pages long, my father would boast.   
Chock-a-block full of dramatic productions, it was.  However,  
scant—nay barren, I suggest—of written publications.  Despite  
his mastery of the most eloquent and exquisite prose, especially  
in his early years, my father was ultimately a parsimonious writer.   






The fruits of—the written proof of—my father’s early scholarly 
deliberations and creative endeavours—in the 1940’s and ‘’50’s—were 
discovered posthumously fifty-odd years later in an inconspicuous but iconic 
cardboard high-fidelity equipment box in the deep reaches of an attic closet. 
 
Excepting one essay on Eliot’s interpretation of Milton, my father never once 
spoke about them, revealed them or indicated where he was keeping them.  
Buried like a treasure amongst bric-a-brac on the closet floor they were, with 
only a trove of suit suspenders, garters and ties dangling down upon them like 
arrows pointing a son toward undiscovered dimensions of his father.   
 
As a legacy to be ‘handed down’ to share amongst and enrich his progeny,  
my father certainly kept this bevy of his intellectual riches well-concealed  




A Programme Guide and a Review for one of my father’s early productions 
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One of my father’s philosophical musings on dramatic practice127 
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     In 1948, from my parents’ abode in rural 
Herefordshire, their resplendent ‘Plum Tree Cottage’ in 
the village of Symonds Yat, near the town of Ross-on-
Wye, my father penned this letter to the Times Literary 
Supplement.  Its reception brought my father as a 
newly-transplanted Canadian and twenty-two-year-old 
novice writer into the company of two eminent British 
luminaries of the day, Marxist historian Christopher Hill 
and prominent man of letters John Middleton Murry.  His 
epistle served as the final instalment of reactions amongst 
these literati to a lead article entitled “The Minsk 
Manifesto.” in a previous TLS edition.  
 
     I offer this excerpt from my father’s letter. 
 
 “Democracy” can exist only in the sense that 
Plato’s ideal chair can exist.  In spite of Plato’s 
contention there is a tendency for the ideal to vary 
with the person.  We like our chair and can seat 
ourselves quite comfortably in it.  It is not possible 
that the Russians find theirs equally comfortable?  
Mr. Christopher Hill is quite right when he says 
that “democracy” is difficult to define.  The ancients 
may have known what they meant when they 
coined the word “democracy.”  But we no longer 
do.  Its definition seems to be entirely dependent 
on the national and cultural climate in which it is 
used. 
 
Mr. Murry concludes by stating that it is our 
“moral and intellectual obligation” to refuse the 
name “democracy’ to the Russian system.  Perhaps 
the Russians have the “moral and intellectual 
obligation” to refuse the name ‘democracy’ to ours.  
It all depends to whom or to what one is obliged.  
The fundamental issue, the crux of the problem, is 
this:  Have we the “moral and intellectual” right to 
say that our lollipop is better than their lollipop just 
because we happen to prefer butterscotch 
flavouring to strawberry?  I don’t think so. 
 
The fault in Mr. Murry’s argument is not his 
own.  Would it not be wiser, in the long run, to 
pluck gently from the language this word 
“democracy,” retranslate it into its antique Greek 
and leave it there?  Another word would be found 
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The last page of my father’s fabled ‘Milton’ essay with comments by renowned Milton scholar of-the-day, 





My father kept a stock of verbal placards in our family home. Well-worn and  
tarnished, usually without a trace of dust on them, he always had them at the 
ready to impress and impose his fatherly wisdom.  Amongst his many pithy 
castigations, I single out this particular paternal offering.  Arresting.  Riveting.  
Captivating.  Haunting, I suggest, for his edict that he and I as father and son are 
to be forever conjoined into the stillness of our pens, words never dancing, 
vellum with only empty creases to offer.  And every day I attempt to break this 











          
 
 
SOMEONE must have traduced Joseph K. for without having done 
anything wrong he was arrested one fine morning. . . .You are under arrest, 
certainly, but that need not hinder you from going about your business.  Nor will 
you be prevented from leading your ordinary life.”  “Then being arrested isn’t so 
very bad,” said K., going up to the Inspector.  “I never suggested that it was,” said 




YOU CANNOT WRITE. 
 
YOU CANNOT WRITE 
 





Pens, pens everywhere / Nor any pen to write? 
 
I offer indeed my express apologies to the late Mr. S.T. Coleridge for  
bastardizing his oft-quoted line from The Rhyme of the Ancient Mariner,  
“Water, water everywhere / Nor any drop to drink.”130  And to the 
Clarendon Press at Oxford for using this occasion to co-opt their 
eponymous font.  However, they seemed most suitable vehicles to bring 
fabulously into contention, my father’s distinctly disturbing—certainly off-
putting and  
 






And, I fathom 
through some mysterious processes of deductive logic  
built upon assumptions or postulations concerning  
genetic dispositions and dispensations  
 
his  supposition  that:  
 
I, too, cannot write! 
 
Well, to this pseudo syllogism 
I can only say, by way of using, of course  
my father’s usual repertoire of 
 
















The set of pens my father gave me for high school graduation.   
He selected it from one of the many pen sets he had on hand.  
 I have treasured it now nigh on fifty years.  Still use them!  
He didn’t give me anything for university graduation.   
And REFUSED to attend MY GRADUATION ceremony. 
 
My father had  OODLES  of pens 
 
and plenty  
 








My father in his teaching garb, circa 1977 
 
 
The ladies met on the Grand Concourse, Mrs. Blumenfeld 
carrying her groceries, Mrs. Kovarsky pushing a pram with 
two little boys in it. 
 
“Good morning , Mrs. Kovarsky.  Such darling little boys!  
So how old are they?” 
 




My father lost his father at the age of four.  Stricken by a fatal heart attack, my 
grandfather was found slumped over his desk at the finance  
company one morning six months after the crash of ’29.  A few years later, my 
father also lost the security of his family home in the Vancouver neighbourhood 
of New Shaughnessy.  Thereafter, he was raised in  
the homes of his relatives and in a series of rental accommodations  
by his single-parent mother and a set of perhaps 
aloof, austere and even forbidding uncles. 
     
Apparently, from an early age, my father showed intellectual promise.  Amongst 
his business-minded uncles, this earned him—or rather caused him to suffer—
the nickname of the Professor during his formative years.   
 
True to stereotypic form, I note my father’s younger brother, who predeceased 
him at age forty-three, did become a doctor, a psychiatrist no less.   
163 




Teaching, mentoring and guiding 
were apparently what my father 
valued most in his role.  In addition, 
he placed emphasis on the oral 
examination.  For example, no matter 
what stage of completion his 
students’ papers were in, my father 
was more interested in and ultimately 
graded their performance on what  
they had to say in an hour-long  
face-to-face meeting. 
 
Many a time, I would ask my father 
about this business of publishing or 
perishing in his profession.  Quoting  
his undergraduate Shakespeare  
professor, he would always remark  
without a hint of equivocation: 
 
MY STUDENTS ARE MY 
PUBLICATIONS! 
 
Late in my father’s professorial 
career, the Dean had cautioned him 
to ‘beef up’ his publication record so 
that he continues to receive annual 
salary increments.  
  
With only five years left to go before 
mandatory retirement, my father 
retorted to the Dean:   
 
I WON’T PUBLISH FOR THE  
NEXT FIVE YEARS AND YOU WON’T 
GIVE ME A SALARY INCREMENT 
FOR THE NEXT FIVE YEARS! 
 
 
Reproduction of an excerpt of my father’s CV published in 1974 
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All your father ever did with you  
was watch ‘Perry Mason’ 
and reward you  
for Failure! 
  Family Friend 
 
 
The impossibility of getting on calmly together had one more result, 
actually a very natural one: I lost the capacity to talk.  I dare say I would not 
become a very eloquent person in any case, but I would, after all, have acquired 
the usual fluency of human language.  But at a very early stage you [father] 
forbade me to speak.  Your threat, “Not a word of contradiction!” and the raised 
hand that accompanied it have been with me ever since.  What I got from you—
and you are, whenever it is a matter of your own affairs, an excellent talker—
was a hesitant, stammering mode of speech, and even that was still too much for 
you, and finally I kept silent, at first perhaps out of defiance, and then because I 
could neither think nor speak in your presence.  And because you [father] were 
the person who really brought me up, this has had its repercussions throughout 
my life. . ..   
 
You [father] reinforced abusiveness with threats, and this applied to me 
too.  How terrible for me was, for instance, that “I’ll tear you apart like a fish,” 
although I knew, of course, that nothing worse was to follow (admittedly as a 
little child I didn’t know that), but it was almost exactly in accord with my 
notions of your power, and I saw you as being capable of doing this too. It was 
also terrible when you ran around the table, shouting, grabbing at one, obviously 
not really trying to grab, yet pretending to, and Mother (in the end) had to rescue 
one, as it seemed.  Once again one had, so it seemed to the child, remained alive 
through your mercy and bore one’s life henceforth as an undeserved gift from 
you.  This is also the place to mention the threats about the consequences of 
disobedience.  When I began to do something you did not like and you threatened 
me with the prospect of failure, my veneration of your opinion was so great that 
the failure became inevitable, even though perhaps it happened only at some later 
time.  I lost confidence in my own actions. . ..  Once again, I am careful not to 
assert that I became like this solely through you; you only intensified it greatly, 
simply because where I was concerned you were very powerful and you [father] 
employed all your power to that end. 





On a Sunday in April, Mother lost a pin in her reading glasses.  Father 
taped the temple to the frame and asked me to get a replacement pion from the 
optometry department.  On Monday night, as I came up the stairs, I remembered 
I had forgotten Mother’s pin.  “Hi, I yelled up the stairs, “I’m sorry, I forgot the 
pin.”  Father stormed out of my parents’ bedroom calling me all manner of bad 
names: spoiled; inconsiderate; selfish; slothful; like my Aunt Celia; indolent.  We 
went into the living room, I tried to defend myself, but I don’t remember a word 
I said.  Father called me “insolent” and “disrespectful.”  The name-calling 
escalated.  He said I was “incorrigible” and that I belonged in juvenile detention, 
whereupon he phoned someone and told them to come and pick me up.  My 
mind focused on how I would sneak Pall Mall cigarettes, hidden in my coat 
pocket, into the juvenile center.  Mother was crying and arguing with him.  I had 
never heard them argue before.  Then she stopped crying, took a determined 







. . . . I hear my mother’s voice calling from the kitchen, “Arthur, is that 
you?  Where have you been?  I kept your dinner warm in the oven.” 
Before I could answer, he’s standing there in front of me, ready to pounce.  
I already feel his invincible power-hard, relentless, unforgiving.  “Don’t lie to 
me, Arthur.  You were out playing ball, weren’t you?  he asks. 
“No, the papers got there late.  I just finished delivering them.” 
“Why you lazy, no-good liar, just look at you, you’re filthy,” he screams 
in my face, punching me in the stomach. 
“Mike, stop.  You’ll hurt him,” my mother shouts, grabbing at him, but 
he pulls away and she moves back Doubled over from the force of his punch.  I 
can’t escape.  He’s too large; I’m too weak.  The room is too small and too 
cluttered.  I’m his prey, cornered in his territory; and the fierce frenzied look on 
his face shows he won’t be denied.  Now he moves in for the kill.  Unbuckling 
his belt, he grabs me by the collar with one strong, meaty hand and holds me 
tightly.  Over and over and over again, he belts me with his strap.  “I work like a 












My father’s go-to textbook for all of the courses he taught 
 
 
PEDAGOGIES  OR  PEDANTRIES? 
 
 
A showcase of a particular pedigree  
 
Of paternal wisdom 
 
 
ON MATTERS OF EDUCATION AND COMPETENCE 
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in witness of a father’s 
abdication 
 
from his duty of care towards his sons through delivery of 
devastating and demoralizing blows of destructive criticism 
 
 
. . . and the father said . . . 
  
 
The state shall decide your education. 
 
 
It’s not going to make a difference if you change high schools. 
 
 
You shall go to trade school. 
 
 
If you are good at art, you cannot be good at writing. 
 
 
You shall do exactly as I say. 
 
 
Timothy, you do not know what you are talking about. 
 
 
Oh, I don’t know what I am going to do with you. 
 
 
You do not have a fine enough mind to be a lawyer. 
 
 
If you went to my alma mater, you’d fail! 
 
 
You have a great criminal mind. 
 
 
You and your mother! 
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. . . and the father continued . . . 
 
 
If you don’t go down to the village to buy me a package of cigarettes,  
I shall tell your professor to give you an ‘F.’ 
 
 
My colleague told me he doesn’t think you are going to make it  
in his class.  You are to drop his seminar. 
 
 
I see you didn’t get my approval for the courses you are taking. 
 
 
Timothy, when you go to study in Toronto, you are  
not to contact any of my friends! 
 
 
It doesn’t matter what your professor says, it is what I say that counts. 
 
 
You only got that ‘A’ because of me! 
 
 
Timothy, this new record cleaning brush you’ve purchased is not necessary  
for your purposes. I shall take your NEW one and let you use my OLD one. 
 
 
Oh, I see you’ve purchased a pair of ponce eyeglasses. 
 
 
Your new leather jacket is made in the Republic of Eire.   
I wouldn’t wear it.  It’s made out of the hides of protestants. 
 
 
Why don’t you quit your M.A.? 
 
 
. . . are these things the father tells his children . . . 
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. . . and still he continued . . . 
 
 
You are NO GOOD at mathematics and NO GOOD at languages. 
 
 
Oh.  I see you are ‘pompous-assing’ it up again! 
 
 
Oh.  You’re so mentally retarded. 
 
 
Oh. You’re so mentally ill. 
 
 
You are only fit to work at MacDonald’s. 
 
 
I believe the professor.  I do not believe you! 
 
 




father gestures his affection 
 
 
. . . are these really the things the father tells his children . . . 
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GET ME A STICK! 
 










When I was eight, I witnessed my father  






. . . the things a father can say and do towards their children! 
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In the last photograph I presented, the one with my father having his arm around me—
as his gesture to embrace or  caress me, I can just hear my mum’s voice saying to him in her 
attempt to orchestrate his pose with me before the camera: “Gerald, put your arm around him.  
He’s your son!  Show him some affection for Christ’s sake!!”  Words she spat out, I am sure, 
in a tantrum-like nearly fierce, eyes glazed with anger and frustration, rage.   A stance mum 
routinely took in my childhood.  I can just see her becoming unravelled with despair; her arms 
flailing about as she attempted yet again to coach her emotion-strapped husband on this matter 
of expressing affection.   
Significantly, notice the result she obtained in this photograph: my father’s stiff-as-
cardboard pose!  His arm draped around me like a bent-out-of-shape wire coat hanger.  No 
fear, there wasn’t a tuppence chance of any flesh intermingling here, his with mine.   
I mean bloody hell!  Where was the contact!  His embrace of me had to be the most 
circumspect, antiseptic or dead right clinical a father could offer to his son.  Where was that 
massive and muscled, paternal and indeed auspiciously protective arm ready to arch over and 
squeeze the bejesus out of me to swear out a nurturing oath of kinship and affinity; that 
magnanimous gesture which counterbalances, I suggest, those often precipitous and intractable 
power relations between father and son and serves utterly and resolutely to affirm their 
insoluble and indispensable bond?   A bond formed and fuelled at root, I add adamantly, not 
by rational or rationalized rhetoric and retribution but by sensual executions or expressions of 
flesh and feeling.   
Instead, in this photograph, I witness my father drape his arm over me as if he was 
attempting to manoeuvre a tired old rug; akin perhaps to the removal man who flanks such a 
rug upon his shoulder by carefully positioning its proximity to avoid soiling his overall. 
 I mean look at father’s hand!   Dagger-straight, it was!  Fingers flexed fully forward and 
fashioned fixedly into a clean point.  Right and ready was this hand I had always yearned to 
touch and clutch, ready was it to soar past my human confines into some kind of unfathomable 
and inestimable inanimate oblivion.  I envision, for example, a murky and daunting nebula 
replete with a resplendent gravitational force offering those intoxicating Eldorado-like 
promises of being free of flesh, free of touch and free of me!  How could my father not resist 
the bounty of this magnetic pull into the warp of majestic horizons bereft of filial relations? 
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How could he not resist?   The answer is plain and simple.  He had bad bearings!    In 
fact, a legacy of bad bearings.   
My father was equipped only with the dysfunctional emotional compass his widowed 
mother had handed down to him.  A compass, I surmise, motionless due to a dulled, 
desensitized and indeed directionless needle; a bleak and barren compass, one devoid of 
compassion and composure, and disposed to neither exposure nor disclosure but—you can bet 
on it!—hellbent on getting foreclosure; one that could neither encompass nor embrace, yield 
neither capacity nor accommodation for that long sought after emotion.  A compass, I reckon, 
that could only offer the commotion of a curmudgeonly promotion of those relentless rounds 
of caustic critiques dealt if not spelt upon me during childhood and adolescence.   
For his fatherly faring across a fairly fraught and fractious generational divide, my 
father had only the bearings borne of this compass; one disposed to create a surefire rumpus, 
a tumult set to topple those tender tokens of feeling, affection and love meant to foster a 
healthy and harmonious bond between parent and child: bearings dull of affection, deprived of 
feeling, desolate of meaning and patently demeaning with particularly derogatory leanings, all 
of these I cannot believe an indefensible disregard toward those parental duties of care, 
compassion and protection.   
Without a hint of  confection, offering instead  a brilliantly red and fiercely steadfast 
complexion, unperplexed and undeterred, almost certain to render a disconnection without 
exercise of any due apprehension, just fostering ill-mannered attention, hope and aspiration 
placed in full-scale detention despite plenty of enfeebled contention never given through and 
through redemption but inextricably held in suspension, these were the inconsiderate 
conventions, the complete and utter inventions not to mention the full-force declensions, 
censures without any promise of a goodwill debenture, proffered from mother to her son.   
These were the bearings my grandmother like an uproarious backbencher ever so 
intent on being a rambunctious and incorrigible, nonstop never needing prompt and 
perpetually overwrought kvetcher; these were the bearings she calculatedly inculcated into my 
father through her manifestly tragic truancies tinged with troubling and unabiding linguistic 
tidings causing her to stray from those inalienable duties a mother owes toward her son.   
And that’s the clincher.  It couldn’t be simpler.  This maternal neglect of duties 
rendered a most odious and perverse outcome of a son abdicating from nature’s gift of 
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fatherhood, especially from those paternal duties of compassion and care he was supposed to 
exercise selflessly upon his sons.  Rather he mentored their nascent desires by way of a 
pedagogy of devastating and demoralizing blows of destructive criticism in—I am pretty 
sure—the finely tuned image of his own mother.  Whether these sometimes foul mouthed 
blows—yes, they were indeed at times of a most uncivil and quintessentially vulgar nature, I’d 
say, delivered without reserve and bearing a shred of neither grace nor propriety—were 
authored and uttered by my grandmother or father—and believe you me, I heard both of them 
in action—they offered tongue-lashings that conjured haunting and eerie contrivances; 
notably, the spectre of  a severe and gaunt looking Victorian era schoolmaster clad in a ‘stiff-
as-cardboard’ mortician’s costume.  For every maligning utterance I heard, it was as if I felt 
the snap and crack of a hickory switch impressing an indeed perverse regimen of the ‘three 









PIECE OF  
SHIT 
 




This example of a caustic comment issued by my grandmother to my father comes 
from a story my mum told me.  Upon returning to Canada after an unsuccessful attempt to 
emigrate to England in their early marriage, mum and father with new-born older brother 
Geoffrey in tow lived with my grandmother for five years.  Along with my father’s younger 
brother Dick, they lived with grandmother in the cramped quarters of her two-bedroom 
basement apartment in one of those depression era low rises in Vancouver’s South Granville 
district.  Notably Uncle Dick had no bedroom.  He gave up his bedroom to my parents and 
brother.  Dick slept on the living room couch! 
However, grandmother’s ungracious reception to my father, perhaps one in a long 
line of many, was not mum’s uppermost memory.  Two other memories stood out more 
prominently for her.  They earmarked, I suppose, the trials and tribulations she experienced 
living with her mother-in-law.   
The first mum used to tell with a comical gesture of pointing to her neck.  Just before 
setting off to one of her many visits to the chiropractor, mum often remarked, “You know how 
I got this ‘crick in the neck?  From your grandmother!”  Apparently, grandmother was a 
fastidious housekeeper.  And she imposed high expectations on mum to keep the house tidy.  
For example, when mum came home her day of work at either the record store or the radio 
station, grandmother was at the ready to hand her a rag, mop and bucket.  Scrubbing the 
kitchen ceiling was the task routinely assigned to mum.  With hints of vitriol and venom, mum 
vented she contorted her neck into many different angles to reach and sweep out the grime 
nestled between the crevices of these bleach white ceiling tiles.   
The second, however, tugged more significantly at mum’s maternal heartstrings and 
contributed to be sure to some consternation and sorrow; some regret that she could not fully 
attend to her motherhood.  Mum would come home from her day of work to find my 
brother—aged at the time somewhere between three and five—cooped up in his playpen.  
Mum would learn that typically grandmother kept Geoffrey confined to his pen for hours on 
end while she was out at work; immobilized and only able to peer out of narrowly gapped 
slats, I imagine.  I know that grandmother’s negligence—if I may bluntly call it that—left an 
indelible mark on my brother’s childhood.  To this day, I can still find my brother dwelling 
upon his experiences with our paternal grandmother, particularly the anxiety and isolation he 
experienced being confined to this pen as a toddler.   
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Back to the main story; that dreadful remark that I have rightfully emboldened, I 
believe, for emphasis!  What prompted my grandmother to utter such an acrid remark?  What 
did my father do?  What did he bring into the house?  He brought in a coffee table for the living 
room.  A coffee table!  A rather nice one.  I remember it.  It later became part of my parents’ 
living room ensemble.  Walnut with a glass top.  An attractive Egyptian geometric-like frieze 
bordered the glass—a pattern I must confess that gave me ideas for my art projects in later 
childhood.      
In any event, according to mum, father had spent a packet of his week’s wages from 
the family furniture store to purchase this coffee table for his mother.  He purchased it to 
celebrate the occasion of her birthday.  It was his gift to her!  But what a wretched and horrible 
castigation did my father receive in return for his gesture.  I must say!    
The story goes that grandmother offered not one iota of appreciation or gratitude to 
her son for his thoughtful and loving gesture on her special day.  Rather, he received, “Gerald! 
Why did you bring this piece of shit into the house!”   A devastating reception, to be sure.   
To think father spent a week’s wages—even stretched the family purse strings—to 
afford this elegant table.  Surely an invaluable token, a treasured memory of a son’s love 
towards his mother?    But that doesn’t seem to be what grandmother thought.   
Now, of course, I hadn’t arrived on the scene yet.  I cannot testify directly to the 
veracity of mum’s story.  I came into the world about four or five years later, by the time my 
parents had managed to get a place of their own to suit a growing family.  A stone’s throw 
away from grandmother’s, they rented the attic accommodations of a duplex on West Eleventh 
near Burrard.  Being nearby, she came over now and then to babysit me.  Thus, I can well 
believe these tales from my own encounters with her.  To be sure, even though I was a tender 
toddler—she died when I was four—I can remember grandmother exercising her terse and 
crusty voice in full force.  Syllables would roll her tongue like a spray of pebbles spilled from 







Grandma Newman in her later apartment at 1535 West 12th Avenue, Vancouver, BC 
as captured in photograph by my father in the late 1950’s 
 
But who can blame grandmother for her cantankerous disposition?  I mean really!  Who 
can blame her?  So many hardships, she experienced!    
Persecution in the old country.   
Struggling as an immigrant in the new country.   
Marrying an older man—grandfather was fifteen years older than her.   
Setting up a number of ‘mom and pop’ shops to make ends meet.   
Having a number of abortions because it just wasn’t the right time to have children.   
Widowed just before her fortieth birthday—grandfather was found slumped over his 
office desk dead due to a fatal heart attack.    
Left penniless due to the crash of 1929.   
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Left to care for two young toddlers, one four and the other two.    
Left in the hands of her brothers to become utterly dependent on them for her and her 
children’s financial well-being.   
Lost her house in the Vancouver district of New Shaughnessy five years after 
grandfather passed away—the house he had built for her and his children just months before 
his death.   
Sold her house—according to my father—in exchange for a promise; a promise her 
brothers made to support her and her family if she sold their home to secure funds needed to 
finance their business; a promise the brothers fulfilled although my father ultimately refused 
their support in early adulthood; a promise and underlying storyline my father’s eldest 
maternal cousin has disputed.   
Now always on the brink of homelessness, grandmother was at the beck and call of 
both her and my grandfather’s relations, depending upon them entirely to provide shelter for 
her and her children.   
Over a great stretch of years, grandmother moved her children and their clothes, toys 
and sundries from one relative to the next until finally settling into a rented apartment at 1435 
West Thirteenth Avenue—when her kids were in their late teens!   
And her brothers forbidding her to consider proposals of marriage from any of her 
gentlemen suitors!  I remember my father spoke most kindly of one or two of these suitors.   
How can I not have empathy for this crusty old curmudgeon?  How can I not forgive 
grandmother for her temperament?  With the utter devastation of experiencing all of these 
setbacks and constraints, how could I not expect my grandmother not to become bitter! 
By the same token and I would suggest in the same breath, how can I not forgive my 
father for his dastardly deeds in his role as father?   
Above all, how can I not forgive him when I know that the absence—the untimely 
demise—of his father profoundly affected him; fostered, I am sure, a multitude of uncertainties 
and insecurities especially when left as vulnerable prey to his uncles who were by reputation 
precarious paternal surrogates. 
  How can I not forgive my father when I know that the only anchor he had, the only 
bastion of stability and security he had—the house his father had built for him, his brother and 
mother—was ripped out from under him at the most fragile age of nine.   
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How can I not forgive my father when I know that the bulk of his childhood and 
adolescence was spent living out of a suitcase in the homes of relatives, environs he could not 
call his own.   
And I am aware that among the recreations offered to him and my uncle by their uncles 
as paternal gestures, I suppose, were Sunday drives in their father’s otherwise garaged car to 
the grounds of Essondale, the provincial mental hospital to watch the inmates roam the lawns.  
How can I not forgive my father?  He had to suffer and bear witness to such tragic 
circumstances in the formative years of his life! 




























Father  AS  Mentor 
 
 
In the early 1970’s, I had perhaps a handful of conversations with my father about 
starting university.  I sought his advice on how to prepare for my intended course of studies in 
the liberal arts.  I cannot remember expressly whether I had asked my father about what books 
I should brush up on and keep at the ready atop my desk or in my schoolbag in preparation for 
my first year.  However, I can easily imagine him handing me such a list upon my request.  
Indeed, in dribs and drabs, he handed me all sorts of recommendations throughout my 
undergraduate studies: some of them fruitful and I have carried them with me to this day; 
others, however, utterly perplexing and quite stifling as a matter of fact.  To say the least, the 
relationship I had with my father was rather constrictive.  Plainly symbolized, I suggest, by the 
necktie he had me adorn as a child. Mandatory dress, it was, for excursions downtown or at 
social functions. 
Do you remember Leslie Howard playing the philologist Henry Sweet—I mean 
Professor Higgins—in the 1938 film version of G.B. Shaw’s Pygmalion?  While my father was 
perhaps a little more portly but certainly no less ‘tweedy,’ I suggest the playwright Shaw and 
the actor Howard captured not only the deportment and demeanour of the real-life linguistics 
pioneer Henry Sweet but also that of my professorial father.  And indeed, as Sweet or Higgins 
demanded deference from his ‘Eliza Doolittle,’ so did my father demand it from his students—
and children; particularly when asked questions.  He delivered his wisdom with a gripping and 
intimidating professorial aplomb. 
Indeed, my father possessed an austere and forbidding manner.  However, upon 
returning to him this simple token gesture of deference, he quickly relaxed this demeanour 
and, in fact, often became exceedingly generous with his time for you.  Simply, the gesture: 
you had to let him sit you down, surrender your complete attention to him, show adherence 
to his values and predilections and particularly, treat his words as if they were cast in iron.  
Being keenly aware of the value of the information he was about to impart, especially as his 
children, you offered your compliance—albeit begrudgingly.   
With this characterization of my father now in hand, I shall now move on to setting 
out the list of books I imagine my father might have concocted to set me on my way to 
university.  Of course, I would have been commanded to fetch paper and pencil, and to jot 
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down at my father’s knee, his dictates—or rather I mean his reflections--on appropriate 
reading materials.  I think his list would have gone something like this.  For Plato’s Republic, 
Cornford’s translation.  For Aristotle’s Politics, Jowett’s translation.  Murray’s and Kitto’s 
exegeses on the Greeks are excellent references.  Only the ninth edition of the Encyclopaedia 
Britannica is suitable.  The OED, not Webster’s!  Naturally, the King James’ version of the Bible.  
For Shakespeare, the Arden edition.  For Marx, you might try International Publishers, 
Moscow; but try Victor Gollancz first, especially to obtain some Fabian tracts.  And for a 
historical overview of the history of western philosophy, Russell; without a doubt, Russell.  I 




Father  AS  progenitor 
 
 
The New Criticism was a formalist movement in literary theory that dominated 
American literary criticism in the middle decades of the 20th century. It emphasized 
close reading, particularly of poetry, to discover how a work of literature functioned as a self-
contained, self-referential aesthetic object. . . .The work of English scholar I. A. 
Richards, especially his Practical Criticism and The Meaning of Meaning, which offered 
what was claimed to be an empirical, scientific approach, were important to the 
development of New Critical methodology (italics mine).136 
 
As an undergraduate student in the English department during the 1970’s, I quickly and 
easily gravitated to this mode of enquiry since it seem to abide by the same principles that I had 
adopted in my earlier art-making; perhaps, in this respect, Frank Stella and Barnet Newman 
are examples of the creative counterpart of this mode rendering “self-contained, self-
referential aesthetic objects.”   
This mode enabled me to derive meanings from literary works, particularly poems, 
much in the same way that I made meanings by way of conceptualizing and assembling works 
of art.  In making works of art, I was concerned with the potency of formal juxtapositions: the 
complex of meanings that may be derived from assembling different elements together in 
different ways to cohere into a composition; that the arrangement of these elements was built 
upon a ‘syntax’ of sorts that animates the relationships amongst them; that the interlace of 
meanings that may be derived was inherent within these works without alluding to or invoking 
context other than the ‘concrete particulars’ that were the subject matter being abstracted for 
this exercise of juxtaposing forms to convey meaning.  
While disposed towards the concrete particulars of the Vietnam War and their potential 
for formal abstraction, for example, my compositions were devoid of any spiritual or religious 
inspiration.  Other than fifteen minutes of daily bible reading and the Lord’s Prayer in 
elementary public school—and which, to be sure, I largely ignored, I had no divine, ethereal, 
or spiritual resource imbuing me with inspiration or informing my worldview.  Despite my 
Huguenot and Jewish origins, despite my maternal grandfather’s practice as a Methodist 
minister and my paternal grandfather’s escape from the turn-of-the century pogroms in 
Poland, I was raised in a devoutly secular family.  The only orthodoxies we practiced, the only 
inculcations I received were to vote NDP—the closest proximity to British Labour—and to 
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partake of the ‘scriptures’ of Fabian Socialism.  Reference in any conversation to other 
scriptures, ‘spiritual frameworks,’ or organized religions was shunned by both my mother and 
father.  They were most displeased, for example, when I announced in grade two that I had 
joined a bible-reading group.   
This lack of familiarity I had with the Judeo-Christian tradition did not serve me well as 
an English major.  Adhering to perhaps Bauhausian artistic principles, then discovering New 
Criticism and ultimately adding the linguistic theory of John Rupert Firth, which seemed to 
reinforce the former two, I often ‘preached’ that a poem may be interpreted without regard 
to its context.  I would refer to Firth’s notion of ‘collocation’ to make this claim.  Poetic 
interpretation, I would venture, is merely a matter of deriving the complex of meanings 
stemming from the particular arrangements of words within a given poem; how the words 
modify one another to create an interlace of new meanings that serves to convey the poem’s 
images and messages.  I would argue that the primary tool required to construe these images 
and messages was the Oxford English Dictionary,137 all twenty-four volumes of it; reference to its 
intermingling of etymologies was all that was needed to build meaning in the poem at hand. 
However, this approach didn’t work in one course, a seventeenth-century course on the 
Metaphysical poets.  I had attempted to cast my analytical armor upon an interpretation of a 
John Donne poem.  Suffice it to say, I raised my professor’s ire.  He was a former seminary 
student who had walked away from devotion for marriage.  The poem was about the spiritual 
and physical bonding between two lovers.  I understood my interpretation was rather dry. 
One last thing, I thought I had discovered New Criticism and indeed thought of these 
notions about artistic enterprise on my own.  Only recently I discovered that this may not be 
true.  Refreshing my memory on New Criticism, I took the usual online shortcut these days 
and referred to Wikipedia.  There was the reference to I.A. Richards.  I had read other literary 
theorists, Wellek and Warren138 most certainly.  But not Richards.  Why?  I tended not to read 
the same things as my father.  A sort of attenuated adolescent rebellion, I suppose.  He was a 
Shakespeare scholar.  Alas, even now, Shakespeare remains neglected by me.  My father also 
taught literary criticism.  Richard’s Practical Criticism139 as captioned in the above epigraph was 
always atop his reading list.  It was his tattered, dog-eared key text for his criticism courses.   
To be sure, I now have greater appreciation for the roots of my seemingly entrenched 
interest in textual criticism and all that has unfolded from it.  It was merely another staple 
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bestowed me upon by the Newman household and particularly, my father; a perhaps more 
insidious orthodoxy that I have lapped up like a sumptuous dessert for a great many decades.   
But where was the seminal influence?  Who inspired my father to take this particular 
lens upon literary works and upon the world writ large?  My father received his training in 
philosophy from a Cambridge man.  I happen to know his professor was also a Fabian.  I am 
beginning to think that I may have been a product—a genotypic creation, perhaps—of those 
Oxbridge and Viennese philosophical circles—broadly speaking, of course—that I disparaged 
elsewhere as “tablets crashing down upon my ears.”  Do they form the assemblage of my 



























feeling the ripples  OF THE  Clarendon font: 
 
SURROGATES OF A FATHER’S HUG 
 
I deeply cherish the memory of my mum paging through my father’s Oxford Book of 
English Verse140 to help me find poems for a grade nine poetry project.  I remember her turning 
to the pages of William Blake’s poems and pointing to his collections, Songs of Innocence and 
Songs of Experience.  She handed back the book to me saying, “You should have a look at these.”   
I had buried this memory.  Until last summer, it lay at the depths of a variety of 
consciously forgotten and confounding school experiences.  However, with this poetic 
awakening, the cobbling together of my poem Just Plain Words, for example, I poked, tweaked 
and prodded my memory with the hope of recovering a bountiful of suppressed poetic 
experiences.   
To this end, I started a poem about my father’s Oxford poetry book.  I remember sitting 
in the library mustering a most pensive cast of mind in attempt to re-envision this book’s regal 
blue covers and the ribbon of gold typeface that danced upon it spelling out its title.  I 
attempted to call back from memory, the tactile sensations I experienced holding it in my 
hands; grazing the surfaces of its inner pages with my fingertips and feeling the ripples of the 
Clarendon font decked out on them.  I proceeded to write out a couple of lines of verse but 
then stopped.  A thought crossed my mind.  I speculated: maybe I could find this book again?  
In fact, I queried, do I have this book?  Was it part of the effects I set aside when clearing out 
my parents’ house?  There are boxes and boxes of them still piled up in the basement of my 
house.  I knew I had bundled together a few of my father’s books as keepsakes.  Was this Oxford 
Book of English Verse one of them? 
I interrupted my poetry writing for a few days and began a digging expedition.  I 
descend to my basement and heave, toss and rummage through boxes hoping to find my 
father’s books nestled in the corner of one of them.  I scramble through each and every one of 
these boxes recklessly; reckless with the anticipation of finding my adolescent treasure and 
chant neurotically, ‘Do I have it?  Do I have it?’ Then at the bottom of one of them I see a patch 
of deep enveloping blue; that regal Oxbridge blue my fingers have not touched since mid-
teens.  Frantic, elated and immeasurably delighted, I plunge into this box, scoop up all the 
papers atop this phantom-like blue and crush them against its corrugated walls to unveil my 
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hope, to unveil my long-lost memory.  And, to be sure, there is my find, the Oxford poetry 
book, sitting there like a potent beacon of replenished poetic joy.  I embrace the book with 
both my hands and gingerly start opening its cover as if I expect to greet my departed parents 
within its first few pages.  And behold, I do.  At least I meet my father again as my eyes cast 
upon his familiar and graceful penmanship inked into the inside cover.  His early-1950’s vintage 
signature welcomes me back to this long-lost book.   
However, his signature does not stand there alone.  Surprisingly, it stands in company 
by my signature.  Mine sits below his, pencilled in to be sure decades later and executed in an 
evident juvenile hand.  I did not strike through my father’s name.  The impermanence of the 
pencil suggests that I wasn’t making any attempt to usurp, disregard or rifle away my father’s 
ownership of this book; however, I suspect that the book found its way—by my hand, of 
course—into my bedroom library for a few years while I was a teenager.   
By this coupling of our signatures, was I making a declaration of a father and son 
bond—built upon the love of poetry?  Was I shouting with pride, ‘This is our book!  This is 
what we share!’  Or was I appealing to my father, ‘This is what I love, too!’  Or had I taken 
the book to school one day and inscribed my name in it simply to reduce any chance of it 
getting lost.  For now, I’ll just settle on the notion that this book, The Oxford Book of Verse 
signifies our bond; or rather the bond we had. 
With this book now in hand, I proceeded to finish my poem.  I set it proudly before 
me, my eyes brimming with great glee and a jubilant smile wrapping around my face.  This is 
what I wrote:                
I can’t believe it   
I have it in my hands   
After so many years 
I get to feel its 
Rigid blue covers again 
  
It almost snaps away from me  
Like a spring-loaded hinge   
Its stiff linen finish  
Scrapes abrasively 




Decked out as a  
Victorian gentleman’s finery  
A golden typeface adorns 
Its spine like a cravat  
Replete with a schoolboy knot 
 
My fingers crush  
Against the silken threadlike relief 
Of this gold fashionably  
Rolled and delicately  
Embossed  
 
My fingertips  
Jam into the  
Nick and gnaw  
of this well-aged  
Alphabetical sprawl 
  
Assembled as clusters 
Of hollow caverns  
Awaiting  
And no less abating  
My surrender 
 
My fleshy mounds unfold  
Amongst these now fallow crowns 
Their ridges bind like brittle twine  
Making me feel damnably intertwined  




Having been never purged 
Now bent to make me merge  
With my unrelenting past   
 
On a heavy duty fast 
Turning a blind eye  
To my philologic pleasures 




Counting on my half-dubbed  
and over-rubbed  
Erasures  
than on what has been  
Fecund and major 
 
Life-giving  
Lexical measures  
To which I have been  
tethered from nigh on  














producer, playwright, and opera singer 
Playscript, rehearsal and performance 
Typewriter, Pound Sterling and old stump 
 
Finding daggers and darning needles in my parents’ closet 
 
. . . and maybe even a poem!  
 
 
By now, I am sure I don’t need to tell you how much I wrestled with the life script my 
father had handed me in childhood.  How often I threatened to put enormous strikethroughs 
its text.  Upon my mum’s passing and being handed the challenge of going through my parents’ 
belongings, I was given especially the prize of rummaging through their bedroom closet.  
Indeed, it was truly a prize for upon my discovery and feel of each and every object I came 
upon, I began to understand fully why I desired to thrust thick black lines like piercing arrows 
into the corpus of objects that made up the sum of my father’s being.   
My mother had seven years of freedom before she experienced her own very difficult 
death; a second stroke and a prolonged hospital stay were preludes to her demise.  In sorting 
through the closet, with both parents now gone, I faced a stillness and loneliness as I reached 
for one or other my parents’ objects.   
I noticed two placards tucked away in the corner.  I recognized them from my father’s 
office, his university office.  They were quotes he had pinned to the wall behind his chair.  The 
first quote seemed to reflect an unusual spark of spirituality within my father.  It appears to be 
from Sir Thomas Elyot and reads: 
God is my juge, I wryte neyther  
For glory, rewarde, nor promotion, 
Only I desyre men to deme wel 
Myne intent . . . 
The second quote, I suggest, starts to unravel most poignantly some clues about how my father 
managed his identity; or as I shall ultimately suggest, his self-effacement.  A legacy, I declare, 
he was intent upon transmitting to his children!  It appears to be from Horace: 
Then put your manuscript back into the closet, and 
keep it for nine years. 
One can always destroy what one has 
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not yet published; but a word that is 
published can never be cancelled. 
There it was staring me in the face, “the closet.”  If this wasn’t the occasion ripe for metaphor:  
I mean if this Horatian ode didn’t serve as a Rosetta stone, then what would?   
I looked further into the closet to find a large box.  I opened it.  There, on top, was 
my father’s play based upon Spengler’s “Decline of the West.”  My mother had remarked that 
he spent their honeymoon writing it.  Always, without compromise, she had mocked its value 
as her wedding present.  Nonetheless, the toil and labour his put into writing this play was 
clearly evident.  Volumes of notebooks with copious notes of research and outlines for the play 
were found immediately underneath.  Then, underneath these were his university essays 
written in most graceful and elegant hand.  I thought to myself that I might find the essay he 
boasted writing for the famous Milton scholar of the time, Merritt Y. Hughes.  He was always 
very proud of the ‘A’ he received for it.  No such luck.  I did find his Molière translation, 
however.  Another piece, according to my mother, he had spent endless hours on, carefully 
translating it with dictionary in hand while she lay in slumber.   
I can well imagine my father’s toil.  When I saw him write in later days, it was a huge 
orchestration.  His gramophone was his desk.  Standing, he would draw out his British-made 
Swan fountain pen ready to be poised upon his notepad.  However, he wouldn’t proceed before 
taking a few puffs of his cigarette.  He’d then carefully place his cigarette upon this most 
elaborate ashtray.  Every cigarette stub was compartmentalized into its own cubicle.  By the 
end of a writing session, one was sure to see perhaps twenty cigarettes lined up in perfectly 
symmetric order. 
He would then write a sentence or a part of a sentence.  Consider it and then pace 
back and forth before the gramophone.  And then write another sentence or part.  I forgot to 
mention an important element of this exercise was that his Mozart or some other piece would 
be playing in the background.   
Alas, in his later days, however, he would be a parsimonious writer.  The profusion 
of words coming forth from this box was almost entirely a product of his youth.  Certainly, in 
my time, he seemed to rigorously abide by Horace’s final caution, “but a word that is published 
can never be cancelled.”   
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I was ecstatic to find his essays!  By these relics, my father had unwittingly revealed 
himself.  Broken his silence!  No longer did I have to rely on the first line of his university 
buddy’s master’s thesis on Milton to seek validation for my father’s unconventional academic 
credentials.  His buddy’s first line went something like this: ‘I have it from a colleague of mine 
who attended Merritt Y. Hughes’ lecture whilst he was visiting UBC that . . ..”  Or, rely upon 
his endless retort quoting his Shakespeare professor, Garnett Sedgewick, “My students are my 
publications.”    
To be sure, I must note, my father’s credentials were solid.  They were built upon an 
extensive career producing and directing drama.  He simply lacked a postgraduate degree. 
To the side of the box was a play by one his longstanding playwrights, Betty.  Packaged 
in a plastic sheath, it was entitled “For the Good of the Sun.”  Opening it, I saw in my father’s 
hand many marginal notes.  These were changes in words or ‘stage directions.’  I remembered 
Betty fondly. 
Betty and my father moved to the university roughly at the same time.  They both took 
up professorships in the English department.  As a child, I had been close to Betty.  She was 
almost my second mother.  However, when I was a student in their department many years 
later, I never saw her.  Except once: I think it must have been 1983.  I knew she had been 
diagnosed with cancer.  I knew she hadn’t much time.  We had bumped into one another by 
one of the doors to the east quadrangle.  I immediately noticed her sunken sorrowful eyes.  
We spoke a few words, mostly pleasantries in order to avoid that complex of emotions I am 
sure we would both feel if we brought up old times or spoke about her illness.   
As a child, I was very attached to Betty.  Betty was family.  She was often over at the 
house.  Sometimes my mother and Betty would take me to the beach.  And when my parents 
were busy, Betty was my babysitter.   
Betty handed me the memory I most often think about when reflecting upon my 
formative artistic desires.  I was to spend the night at her place on Cypress Street.  I had settled 
into my pyjamas and found a spot for myself on the couch.  I remember the “Outer Limits” 
was on the television.  For this eight-year-old, the “Outer Limits” was believable and very 
scary.  I saw Betty’s typewriter across the room in her study.  It was one those old ‘upright’ 
Underwood’s.  I saw my distraction.  I asked Betty, “Can I use your typewriter?”  “Can I write 
a play on it?”  Betty waved me over to her typewriter.  I sat and fumbled with the paper 
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attempting to get it under the platen.  Finally getting the paper in, I felt the ratchets move as I 
wound the paper through.  I then started to press the keys to feel the pressure needed to firmly 
imprint a letter on the page.  There, I was ready to start.  I then spent the evening attempting 
to construct a play.  I asked Betty all sorts of questions about play writing.  It was amongst the 
best evenings I ever had as a child.   
It’s not that I never had the opportunity to play on my father’s typewriter at home.  It 
was just that it was one of those prohibited items.  Although, my mother would often let me 
type on it when my father wasn’t home.  I was ever so careful to make sure I didn’t press the 
keys when there wasn’t any paper in the platen.  How would my mother or I explain the ink 
on the roller? 
There were two things, in particular, my father forbade my mother and me to touch: 
the typewriter and the gramophone.  His stock phrase was that we would ‘wreck them.’  I 
have to tell you; we committed many violations!   
I began to further explore the closet.  I saw my mother’s brown suitcase isolated in a 
nearly vacant corner of the closet.  I recalled she kept it for her artists’ tools.  I was always 
surprised she kept her treasured tools within it because it had one broken latch making it quite 
insecure.  I opened it up to discover neither her tools nor her watercolours.  A piece of paper 
immediately sprung out of the case.  It was a play I had helped her write for the children in our 
neighbourhood.  There it was in black ink with much red ink underscore.   
She had typed it up on my father’s Imperial typewriter with its elite typeface, 
otherwise known as ten-point font.  The peculiar thing about my father’s typewriter—and 
what set it apart from Betty’s—is that it had no dollar sign.  Rather an ‘L shaped’ pound sterling 
symbol was elegantly embossed on the number four key.  It stood in place of the slithery ‘S’ 
with the double strikethrough usually found on our Canadian typewriters.  Again, I don’t have 
to tell you: my father’s machine was British made. 
My mother gave me a role in this play and assigned me as its production manager.  I 
named our theatre company, the Crest Theatre.  However, having been told that there was a 
major professional enterprise called the Crest Theatre in Toronto, I renamed our company, 
the Hope Theatre.  I got our stationary ready and did up a rubber stamp with ‘Hope Theatre, 
West Vancouver, BC’ on it. 
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We auditioned the neighbourhood kids and planned the performance.  We used the 
park across from our house, Chatwin Park, as the theatre grounds.  There was a big stump 
from a tree that had fallen in the huge storm of 1962.  We used this stump as the backdrop for 
our stage. 
We then organized the rehearsals.  I was no stranger to ‘the rehearsal.’  My mother 
had taken me to many of them.  By vocation, she was an opera singer.  I was her tag along to 
lessons with Anna Nichols where she diligently practiced her German lieder; rehearsals at Bill 
Morton’s studio where she feverishly prepared for her part as Despina alongside her 
longstanding opera companions for an upcoming performance of Mozart’s “Cosi fan Tutte;” 
and to the opera association where I’d be in the front row inches away from my mother and 
the famous Australian soprano Joan Sutherland, ‘to boot,’ fine tuning their performances at 
the final dress rehearsal for Bellini’s ‘Norma.’ 
It was opening night for our production in Chatwin Park.  Our subscription campaign 
had been a major success.  In the feigned amphitheatre, we surely had a full house.  There must 
have been thirty or more people: the parents, the older kids, other neighbours, and a few 
family friends all gathered to witness this premiere.   
The imaginary curtain was raised.  The performance began.  I was holding my lines in 
my head and careful not to lose them.  Mine were thankfully not the opening lines and I 
pensively waited for my cue.   
I then heard this rumble.  It became a terribly familiar buzz.  A wasp was heading 
towards me point blank. With its fierce and devilish stinger, it got me right in the cheek.  
Presuming I had the director’s prerogative, I let out a screeching, “hold it!”  There was an 
immediate silence: a dumbfounded audience not to mention cast of players.  With my wasp 
sting, I had brought the play to a full halt only minutes after it had begun.  Of course, my 
mother came running towards me to find out why I had pulled the emergency brake on this 
drama train.   
Naturally, after expressing their concerns, the audience disbanded.  We encouraged 
them to come back the following night for our second and final performance of the season.  
The show did go on.  Well lubricated with calamine lotion and with a less swollen sting, I was 
at the ready for my second debut.  On this second evening, the performance did go smoothly 
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and reached its conclusion.  After we took our bows, my mother and a few of the 
neighbourhood parents arranged a wonderful cast party for us: lots of potato chips and Fresca.  
I jostled the brown suitcase a bit more.  Reams upon reams of my mother’s poetry fell 
out.  I remembered my mother had written some poetry, but I thought only a handful.  There 
was one written in 1946 and many more written in nearly every decade of her marriage to my 
father.  The one she wrote in 1946 was done in May, the month of their wedding.  The lines 
of her last stanza particularly caught my attention: 
I can feel once again your shoulder 
I can see once again your face 
As you stared out over the dark but peaceful waters 
And once again I hear you say 
The words you never spoke 
Marginal notes by my father were absent from these poems.  He was silent to them.  I rather 
speculate that he may have been unaware of a great many of them.  I suggest that my mother 
crafted many of these poems in her kitchen corner; perhaps feeling his silence and responding 
to the isolation her marriage sometimes brought her. How often might my father have been 
the theme or influence leading to their creation?   
However, I have no doubt that my parents had much adoration towards one another.  
Also, as a result of accidentally stumbling upon them when I was ten, I have no doubt they had 
many passionate exchanges.   
When my mother was sixty-nine, she had her first stroke.  In the aftermath, when she 
was critically ill for a brief period, I came across an envelope in her desk addressed to my 
father, brother and me.  I surmised that she had written it a few years before when she had a 
brief bout of cancer.  I handed the letter to my father.  He refused to open it.  I was ultimately 
glad of his optimism.  There was no need to open it for another eighteen years.   
Then the time came.  There was just my brother and I now.  My father had left us 
behind seven years before.   
My mother had replaced the letter in the night table beside her bed.  I alerted my 
brother I had found it.  He resisted any consideration or thought about it.  I opened the letter.  
There were three separate letters inside addressed to each one of us.  I put the one to my father 
aside.  Handed to my brother the one addressed to him.  And opened the one with my name 
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on it.  Strikingly, my mother apologized to me for embroiling me from time to time in her 
periodic marital strife.  At the time, I thought that was odd.  I dismissed her apology as 
unnecessary.  Today, with sharper recollection, I might reconsider my dismissal.  However, 
the phrases that followed have resounded deeply within me.  She remarked, “I always really 
did love your father.”  And then closed her letter, “Love forever, Mum.”  
I suppose I can see why my mother loved and adored my father.  He was a paradox or 
a conundrum.  Outwardly, that is, in public, he was a much muted, rule abiding, convention 
seeking and utterly circumspect man.  Inwardly, that is, in the house and amongst friends or 
company he could trust, he was a rule breaker, iconoclast and certain despot.  His paradoxical 
presentation, I suggest, contributed to his having an intensely wry and comedic view of his life 
and the world: in short, at times a most biting sense of humour.   
Consider this letter he wrote my mother likely in the mid-sixties when much of all 
else I’ve detailed here was going on.  On 4th March of an unknown year, my father wrote to 
my mother: 
  Dearest Tiger Teeth: 
At least you’ll be glad to know that I would rather be there than here.  
A miserable trip.  No more travel for me unless it is first class—extremely 
crowded, stifling, bad food.  The only recompense was convivial company—
not of course, any substitute for your ever-smiling, evenly calm, beautifully soft 
and yielding, eternally benevolent and comforting self. 
We had a short respite from suffocation when we stopped at Calgary 
for twenty minutes . . . Up at eight tomorrow.  In the meantime, affection to 
the four beasties—two metaphorical and two real (your choice).  To you the 
same as usual in extenso (over 2000 miles extenso—something not to be 
laughed at). 
I should perhaps provide here the editorial note that the ‘two real beasties’ likely refers to my 
brother and me.  Your choice (in parenthesis): how many times did I hear my father say to my 
mother, “They’re your children?”  He was unrelenting in his attempts to disavow his paternal 
responsibility.  The two ‘metaphorical ones,’ I am not so sure of.  His humour sometimes had 
a crude edge to it so I shan’t speculate further on upon references.  In any event, the letter 
concludes with several ‘x’s’ and ‘o’s’ ending with a ‘G’ for Gerald.  I now end my epistle about 
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my father Gerald, mother Joyce and friend Betty and how they contributed to the development 
of my artistic sensibilities in childhood.   
 
A Poem!  
 
By the age of eighteen, I had already penned a few poems.  After a nearly forty-two-
year hiatus from those adolescent scribbles, I felt compelled to pick up my pen again in 2014, 
to exercise my imagination and awaken any poetic flourish that remained in me.  I assigned 
myself the task of writing poetically about an orange.  I would love to share it with you.  It 
goes:  
 
Sleek.  Poised. 
And ready to be gobbled up! 
 
Plump.  Robust.  Rippled.  
And ready to be tipped into my gullet! 
 
Full.  Fullest.  Fulsome. 
And ready to be gnawed! 
 
Poignant.  Passionate.  Predisposed. 
And ready to meet my orifice! 
 
Slushy.  Syrupy.  Squeezed. 
And ready to meet my incisors! 
 
Perished.  Succumbed. 
And I am ready to pick up the peels of this orange, no more! 
 
I suggest that poetic attempt is not bad for a sixty-year-old who let his poetic hand go 















saunters along now 
 












The movement of raindrops on a windowpane has already been adduced 
to illustrate the movements of tradition through time.  A wavering stream of 
water slipping downward at an angle, comes into contact with another such 
stream moving at a different angle.  They fuse into a single stream for a brief 
moment which then breaks into two streams, each of which might again break 
apart again, if the window pane is large enough and the rain is heavy enough.  A 
stream of traditions may break up in several directions but each of the separated 
streams might be as full of a general tradition as the stream from which it broke 
away.  It might have as complex and comprehensive a cluster of elements (where 
the hydraulic metaphor breaks down, the familial metaphor seems more 







Our destiny clings to us like skin.  It is the perfect fit, encasing us within it. At  
each moment, our life conforms to it—with no escape.  Could we evade the 
events of our own destiny any more than our own character?  One of the first to 
think of it, Heraclitus of sixth century Ephesus, felt we could not since character 
is fate.  All the happens is bound to happen and was, you could say, meant to 
happen because of who we in essence are.  There is a comfort in the view, even 
though destiny often entails tragedy.  For though at all times imprisoned by 
necessity, prison is secure.  There is safety in not seeing beyond it, believing our 
own beliefs and not being shattered by reality.  ‘A little conviction is much 
cherished,’ says Epictetus, the second century slave who became head of the 
school of Stoicism.  Destiny, which encourages our beliefs, is the balm of prison.  
It is the lotus blossom that brings forgetfulness of purpose, and we like Odysseus 
are nearly overcome by its potion.  We lose track of the journey, to home, or 
another place, and become dulled by expectation. 
David Appelbaum






My Father’s Gray Suit: Refractive Memories 
an enquiry into the arrested moments  
of bonding and individuation  
within a father—son relationship  






My very first memory of Gerald brings to mind a large 
freshman math class at UBC taught by Walter Gage 
during the fall of 1943. We were both seventeen, having 
been born within a few days of each other in l926. I have 
a vivid memory of Gerald in a dark suit and tie, standing 
to ask a question with a formality of speech and 
appearance that would have been more suitable for the 






father & son 
 
He works hard to hide from himself, his fear that he may not be the man he is 
supposed to be.  If he is not the man he is supposed to be, then who is he? 
 
No matter who he is, or where he is, the father lives on in you forever. 
 
In my house, the father was silence.  The silence protected him from himself 
and from any others who might seek to burn his house down. 
 
What has happened to a man that he fears himself, that he finds himself unable 
to say, “I love you?”  
 
I know what happens to his son. 
 
Father I want to end my silence by saying the words we could not say,  
“I love you.” 








“Despite its welcoming fit, I remained resolute that this suit and I should not 
renew our acquaintance.” 
 
“I knew they were my eyes only just clad in my late father’s suit, one which I 
saw and felt countless times as a child.”145 
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I saw my mother’s eyes begin to beam.  She had pulled out one of my late father’s 
carefully packaged tailor-made suits from the closet.  I remembered it instantly from my 
childhood, the woolly grey one with the heavy bristly feel.  “Go on.  Try it on,” my mother 
exclaimed.  I didn’t hear her.  I was caught up with the memory of my father’s rigid and 
imposing figure as he once adorned this suit for his day-to-day business affairs.  Actually, my 
momentary deafness was an attempt to summon all possible fortitude against my mother’s 
inevitable request.  She didn’t relent.  Nudging me with the suit jacket, she pressed, “Put it 
on.”  I yielded.  I held back my protest.  After all, I figured, my father was of a smaller stature.  
How could his suit possibly fit me?  “I’m four inches taller,” I murmured to myself.   
Reluctantly, I began with the trousers, drawing up one leg and then the other feeling, 
as I expected, the coarse wool grazing against my thighs. I then took the jacket in hand.  I 
imagined its bristled cloth wrapping around my torso in some mummified way.  Preparing to 
put it on, I pinched my eyes closed and clenched my teeth thinking about how my movement 
would soon become constricted by its fine fit.  However, to my utter surprise, my hands and 
arms just shot through the jacket’s sleeves, unimpeded!  Astonished, I queried, “Surely, the 
buttons won’t fasten?”  One by one, to my dread and delight, they fastened, all easily!  My 
mother was elated.  She beckoned, “Come look.  Come look in the mirror.  It fits!”   
Despite its welcoming fit, I remained resolute that this suit and I should not renew our 
acquaintance.  Consequently, I conceded to only a quick glance of myself in the mirror.  
However, it turned out to be long enough to remind me of that rather haunting grey silhouette 
that had dominated the many vistas of my childhood.  Cast before me was a forbidding figure 
I eerily supposed to be deeply reminiscent of my father.  I succumbed to its invitation.   
Particularly, the figure’s piercing eyes captivated me.  What did they behold?  I knew 
at once that I had to give up the charade that the figure within this glass was no one else but 
me.  I knew they were my eyes only just clad in my late father’s suit, one which I saw and felt 
countless times as a child.   It was the evident speechless innocence of these eyes that drew me 
into their gaze.  Urging me to journey within them, I began to see these eyes, my eyes, starkly 
imbued with childlike apprehensions marked by the curiosity and vulnerability of one trying 
to negotiate his nascent identity.   
In 1963, at age eight, the map I had configured for my world—my interconnexions 
with place, family and friends—completely shook apart.  I am not speaking about the ravages 
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of the previous year’s Cuban Missile Crisis: the year where I experienced the piercing noise of 
air raid sirens in our west coast town of Vancouver and my mother ushering my brother and I 
under our beds in the early morning for fear of a nuclear attack.   
I am speaking simply of a leisurely drive through a local park where the exchange of a 
few words, my words, obliterated any sense of the self I had so far constituted at this tender 
age: words inviting my mother’s coarse reply: “No, you mustn’t tell people that.” 
 While only eight, I had chosen to become the family historian.  Through to my early 
teens, I took delight in investigating the origins of my mother and father’s families.  On my 
mother’s side, we were quite safe.  We were British.  We were from the north of England, 
the town of Darlington particularly.     
We, the Bishop’s that is, were a family laden rather with schoolteachers, ministers and 
vegetarians.  I was to learn we were of protestant stock.  Wesleyan Methodists, I understood.  
We ran a school, ‘the Bishop school,’ went down into the coal mines as lay ministers to 
emancipate and enlighten the miners and followed the example of our founder, Mr. Wesley 
by maintaining a vegetarian diet. 
Indeed, my grandfather was something of a celebrity within these ranks.  At the 
beginning of the last century, fellow Methodist minister, J.S. Woodsworth had recruited my 
grandfather to seek ordination and perform ministerial duties within the new parishes of 
western Canada.  I am able to even boast that along with Woodsworth, my grandfather was 
one of the founders of the United Church of Canada.   
All very good then, everything seems on ‘the right side of the tracks.’  Who could 
question our ‘Englishness?’  After all, in addition to this legacy, my parents ran a household 
that would befit any of Her Majesty’s subjects. 
On a Sunday, for example, my mother would be seen frying up her usual brunch fare 
of kippers, sausages and blood pudding for my father.  His staple condiment for these savoury 
delights was always a hot mustard; not that French Dijon, mind you, but that very British 
Colman’s that my mother would make from a powder. 
 We would then listen to the news ‘at the top of the hour’ on the BBC World Service, 
the chimes of Big Ben, that imperial voice of “This is London,” and the accompanying tune of 
‘dum-ti-dum-dum-dum-ti-dum-dum-ti-dum-dum-dum-dum-dum’ so well engrained into my 
memory. 
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 After his brunch, my father would retire to the living room with a TLS or Guardian 
Weekly in hand and set to putting on the gramophone one of his recordings, something like a 
recording of Mozart conducted by Sir Thomas Beecham and performed perhaps by the Royal 
Philharmonic.  Now, mind, he didn’t speak of the record-player or phonograph but of that 
British term of reference, the ‘gramophone.’  And I don’t need to tell you that the bulk of his 
recordings or gramophone discs—as he would prefer to call them—were pressed on British 
labels. 
On the next morning, Monday morning, my father would go through a perplexingly 
complex ritual of dress and arrive at the breakfast table donning a brightly coloured pair of 
suspenders and one of his handsome suits tailored by Messrs.’ J.W. Gieves Limited of 127 Old 
Bond Street—you guessed it—London.  After finishing his morning meal, with hat, overcoat, 
umbrella and briefcase in hand, my father would head out the door to catch his bus to work. 
Unlike my mother, my father had no ancestral ties to Britain.  His parents came rather 
from small ‘shtetls’ or villages in Poland.  My paternal grandfather, in particular, came from 
the town of Tomashev in the Polish province of Mazowieckie.  Bearing the surname of 
Kolerstein, he and two of his brothers journeyed to America at the turn of the last century in 
search of new livelihoods and it appears, new identities; hence, I gather, this is why the rather 
transforming name of ‘Newman’ was ultimately bestowed upon our family legacy. 
Now, I was telling you about my mother’s reprimand towards me.  We were driving 
through Stanley Park, approaching Lions Gate Bridge.  My mother was driving with her friend 
sitting in the front passenger seat.  I was in the back seat of our Morris Mini-Minor.  I was 
bursting with excitement over my newfound knowledge about my roots.  Wanting to spill out 
this information, I said to my mother’s friend, “Did you know that I am this, this and that?”  
“Did you know that I am one-quarter English, one-quarter French and half-Jewish?  With that 
last phrase came mother’s censure and arresting remark, “No, you mustn’t . . ..” 
Why couldn’t I boast freely who I was—who I am!  With this, my mother introduced 
me to some perplexing notions about ‘blending in,’ ‘not being forthright,’ and ‘things not 
always being what they appear to be.’  She had handed me my father’s script for the role he 
had cast for himself in perhaps even in childhood: be as British as you can be, never slip up on 
your pronunciation of ‘tomato,’ and people are then unlikely to look into the depths of your 













What immortal hand or eye  





My parents were both born into the Jewish faith, but were baptized into the 
Protestant (Lutheran) Church before any of their children arrived.  After much 
thought my father had decided that living in an overwhelmingly Christian society 
imposed the obligation to give as little offence as possible—to become 
assimilated.  This, however, meant giving offense to organized Judaism.  It also 
meant being denounced as a coward, as a man who feared anti-Semitism.  All this 
was understandable.  But the answer was that anti-Semitism was an evil, to be 
feared by Jews and non-Jews alike, and that it was the task of all people of Jewish 
origin to do their best not to provoke it: moreover, many Jews did merge with 
the population: assimilation worked.  Admittedly it is understandable that 
people who were despised for their racial origin should react by saying that they 
were proud of it.  But racial pride is not only stupid but wrong, even if provoked 







. . . . The state now demanded that loyalty to it should supercede every other.  
In the case of the Jews this meant that they had to purchase admission into the 
secular polity by renouncing whatever elements of social and religious 
organization the state judged to be incompatible with the citizenship it was 
conferring upon them.  Jews had to prove their full loyalty by doing away with 
whatever distinguished them from the majority of the citizens, in other words by 
‘assimilating’.  To such a process there was obviously no limit.  However much 
Jews ‘assimilated’, there was always yet another proof which might be demanded 
in order to ensure that they were indeed qualified to be full citizens.  The absurd, 
but logical, outcome of such a state of affairs is [nineteenth-century Hegelian 
philosopher] Bruno Bauer’s demand that unless Jews totally renounced Judaism 
they could not become part of the body politic.  For Jews this was a precarious 
situation politically, and spiritually, as well.  The demand from the outside that 
Jews should ‘assimilate’ became internalized in very many European Jews and led 
to much discomfort and even anguish, and to grotesque and pitiful contortions, 




. . . . Assimilation was an invitation to individual members of stigmatized groups 
desist (sic) loyalty to the groups of origin . . .. It was left to the individual members 
to seek to wash off the collective stigma of foreignness by meeting the 
conditions set by the gatekeepers of the dominant group.  The individuals were 
left at the mercy of the gatekeepers.  They were objects of scrupulous 
examination and assessment by the dominant group, who held complete control 
over the meaning of their conduct.  Whatever they did, and whatever meaning 
they intended to invest in their actions, would have a priori reaffirmed the 
controlling capacity of the dominant group.  Their clamouring for admission 
automatically reinforced the latter’s claim to dominance. . .. They were 
‘progressive if they strove to imitate the dominant patters and to erase all traces 
of the original ones.  They were labelled ‘backward’ as long as they retained 
loyalty to the traditional patterns, or were not apt or fast enough in ridding 
themselves of their residual traces.. . . . The tolerance, understood as the 
encouragement of ‘progressive attitudes’ expressed in the search of individual 
‘self-improvement’, was meaningful only as long as the measures of progress were 
not negotiable.  Under the policy of assimilation, tolerant treatment of individuals 
was inextricably linked to intolerance aimed at collectivities, their ways of life, 
their values and, above all, their value-legitimating powers.  Indeed, the first was 







. . .. [Historian, Lewis B.] Namier proceeded . . . to compare the effect of 
enlightenment upon the Jewish masses in the last century with that of the sun 
upon a glacier.  The outer crust disappeared by evaporation; the heart of the 
glacier remained stiff and frozen; but a great portion of the mass melted into a 
turbulent flood of water which inundated the valleys below, some flowing on in 
rivers and streams, while the rest collected into stagnant pools; in either case the 
landscape altered in a unique, and at times revolutionary, fashion.  The image 
was not merely vivid but accurate, because such evaporation does, of course, 
occur despite all denials; assimilation can sometimes be total. 
 
. . .. Large-scale assimilation has not in modern times—whatever may have 
occurred in earlier ages—proved to be a practical alternative.  The German Jews 
who believed and practiced it with the most sincere conviction have suffered the 
most tragic fate of all.  Evaporation, in Namir’s sense, occurs, indeed, but on too 
negligible a scale; consequently the question of whether or not total assimilation 
is permissible or dignified or justifiable, or in any respect desirable, is, for good 
or ill, irrelevant to the Jewish problem.  As a radical solution—that is as an 
answer to the problems of more than a few individuals in exceptional 
circumstances—it has failed.  Nor is there any reason, if history and sociology 






. . . Bertrand Russell . . . once said if we had certified proof that the elimination 
of the Jews (he did specifically exemplify the Jews), if the elimination of the Jews 
could guarantee universal and eternal happiness for mankind, then there could be 
no sustainable reason for not doing away with them.  Now it is no part of my 
purpose to put Russell among the anti-Semites, let alone among the fools, but I 
ask you to file this plausible folly in your minds, not in order to be armed against 
Russell but in order to notice the temptation, even in a great and, on the whole, 









It is said that science will dehumanize people and turn them into numbers.  
This is false, tragically false.  Look for yourself.  This is the concentration camp 
and crematorium at Auschwitz.  This is where people turned into numbers.  Into 
this pond were flushed the ashes of some four million people.  And that was not 
done by gas.  It was done by arrogance.  It was done by dogma.  It was done by 
ignorance.  When people believe that they have absolute knowledge, with no test 
in reality, this is how they behave.  This is what men do when they aspire to the 
knowledge of gods. 
 
Science is a very human form of knowledge.  We are always at the brink 
of the unknown, we always feel forward for what is to be hoped.  Every 
judgement in science stands on the edge of error, and is personal.  Science is a 
tribute to what we can know although we are fallible.  In the end the words were 
said by Oliver Cromwell: “I beseech you, in the bowels of Christ, think it possible 
you may be mistaken’. 
 
I owe it as a scientist to my friend Leo Szilard, I owe it as a human being 
to the many members of my family who died in Auschwitz, to stand here by  
the pond as a survivor and a witness.  We have to cure ourselves of the itch for 
absolute knowledge and power.  We have to close the distance between the push-






I might well raise one of the cursed questions of modernity over and over 
again—namely, who am I?  In fact, who is the son of a Holocaust survivor whose 
father was a Jew yet whose mother happens to be half-Jewish and half-Polish?  
According to Israeli laws, I would not be identified as a Jew.  Instead, I would 
pass for a Lithuanian with some Jewish connection.  At the same time, the vast 
majority of Lithuanians regard me as a Jew, although I speak Lithuanian as my 
native language and was even educated as a philologist, majoring in the Lithuanian 
language and literature; only then, did I turn to the study of philosophy.  Suffice 
it to say that I chose to be a Jew in the moral sense, which means that I am 
Lithuanian, yet I find myself Jewish whenever and wherever I encounter anti-

















[During] the torch-lit rally . . . when the white supremacists 
shouted “Jews will not replace us” . . .. [Christopher] Cantwell 
made numerous anti-Semitic statements . . . saying that he wants a 
leader who is “someone like Donald Trump but who does not give 
his daughter to a Jew.” He added: “I don’t think you can feel about 
race like I do and watch that Kushner bastard walk around with 
that beautiful girl.” 







IDENTITY AND SECOND-HAND TRAUMA 
 
It’s time for our morning meditation.  Avraham, my partner, strikes 
the brass bowl three times, each peal penetrating deeper into my consciousness.  
I am deeper into my consciousness.  I am searching for my original face before 
I was born—my Zen face. 
 
As the youngest born arriving after the war, I escaped the direct 
assault of colonization and the war that my family suffered first-hand.  But just 
as second-hand smoke is almost equally damaging, so is the second-hand trauma 
of growing up in a family (in a nation) that suffered from an immense amount 
of brutality, deprivation, and survival stress. 
Heesoon Bai155  
These quotations are useful to comprehend, scrutinise and articulate the great expanse 
of philosophical considerations etched out in Richard Tarnas’ The Passion of the Western Mind: 
Understanding the Ideas That Have Shaped Our World View156  Significantly, I exercised my scrutiny 
within the potentially problematic and contentious backdrop of the intellectual legacy handed 
to me by my father, his generation and their immediate forefathers, as contained in, for 
example, Bertrand Russell’s History of Western Philosophy157   
I ruminated a number of times over Bai’s conceptualization of the metaphor of 
‘second-hand smoke’ to describe the transmission of trauma across generations since it seemed 
to attach easily to the personal experiences of my wife and me; perhaps more so to my wife, a 
second generation Holocaust survivor but nonetheless to me; albeit in a more convoluted way 
due to the historical distancing attempted by the assimilation and bicultural fusing foisted upon 
my generation.  This question of ‘inherited’ trauma, I assert, has stood as one of the primary 
threads that has woven together our family life; the platform of our cohesive identity.     
Indeed, I note that in her course presentations, for example, Bai drew our attention 
to identities as a focal point; identities refracted within seemingly evolving and compounded 
images of humanity; images, I suggest, often murky and fog-ridden like layers of smoke settling 
in over our respective counsciousnesses; of human design, each layer revising and reassembling 
the nature and constraints of our human condition; each layer, it seems, offering Moses—or 
some other folkloric messenger—two more tablets for God—or some other revered deities—
to etch their words upon. 
Initially, my engagement with Tarnas was difficult.  As I began to read his exegeses on 
Plato and Aristotle, those revered tablets of the analytic tradition—the language philosophers 
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of Oxford and Cambridge, the logical positivists of Vienna and the relativists of Cambridge, 
Massachusetts—came crashing upon my ears issuing torturous asynchronous and inharmonious 
reminders of their place within the canonical interpretation; issuing their unyielding gift of 
spectacles to me for surveying these images as illuminated by Tarnas; spectacles that I had 
rebuked many times before. 
On the other hand, in my view, a deeply troubled Anglo-Viennese philosopher, Karl 
Popper captured all my empathy for and ultimately, my subscription to the brine and bristle 
of the philosophical web he cast to understand—quoting Isaiah Berlin or was it Robin 
Collingwood— “the crooked timbers of humanity.”  The Anglo-Viennese philosopher’s 
carefully crafted autobiography written late in his career indicated to me that we have walked 
along the same “knotty floorboards” in our life path; the entire impetus for his philosophical 
career, I suggest, was to gain comprehension of these ‘crooked timbers’ he had been handed; 
timbers laminated together in all manners of contradiction and juxtaposition.  I earnestly felt 
that we had been handed the same life-script, the same fabric for a rickety identity barely 
affording the ability to navigate the crosshatched terrain of our human condition; an identity, 
I suggest subverting and deflecting any notion of our ‘original face’ and the well-engrained 
trauma within it.   
Bluntly stated, we were Jews as our primordial instincts dictated but handed 
respectively Lutheran and Wesleyan scripts to negotiate and traverse the highways of this other 
world to ensure our freedom from the bursts and impulses of intolerance as history has 
indelibly testified.  My philosopher’s musings, I suggest, were his attempts to belay his ontic 
lines as he stood in the breach, the mire of Western Christendom.  And I am still grappling for 
mine. 
My long preamble is important because I want to tell you that I awakened to Tarnas’ 
text in his Section III, “The Christian Worldview.”158  I have now told you about my gateway, 
my point of entry into philosophic enquiry, the problem-situation I wish to parley in any 
exchange of ideas.  Not unlike my philosopher, I want to test my metaphysics over and over 
again.  But unlike him, I want to study every knot and crevice of which they are comprised; 
not succumb to that catholic desire of concealing them with pristine sheets of linoleum.  My 
philosopher claimed he was an optimist, but this was rather mere subterfuge for a man 
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attempting to set the hands of a clock knowing full well that the mainspring had broken—to 
his ‘heritage’ clock. 
I was particularly awakened by the sub-section, “Classical Elements and the Platonic 
Inheritance.”  These lines especially ignited the fire of my enquiry: 
the Judaic religion was by character intensely nationalistic and separatist, almost 
wholly centered on the people of Israel—a spirit that continued in those early 
Christian Jews in Jerusalem who opposed the full inclusion of non-Jews into the 
community of faith until all Israel was awakened;159 
It is also true that Christian theology established the biblical revelation as 
absolute truth and demanded strict conformity to Church doctrine from any 
philosophical speculations.160  
Iterations concerning matters of inclusivity and exclusivity: this is a subject matter 
especially meaningful to my wife and me.  We can tell you stories about our joint ventures to 
push boundaries; to seek inclusion against the brick and mortar of bureaucracies. 
 In my wife’s case, she pursued her inherited right to citizenship in the blood-soaked 
soils of her parents’ native Poland.  This took seven long years of bureaucratic deflections 
despite her father’s diligence in preserving all of her family’s Polish, Russian and Israeli 
identification papers—all of them in pristine condition.  But we got it only probably when an 
empathic consular official finally made a call to Warsaw.   
For me, am I a Jew?  Do I have a right to articulate my Jewish heritage?  Well, I am 
not quite a Jew; that is, I am a Jew by patrilineal descent.  However, by way of one 
denomination in the United States, I am unequivocally Jewish.  The only thing is that the same 
denomination in Canada says I’m not; or I should now say, “said I’m not.”  It took fourteen 
years for me to gain that recognition in my homeland.   
Why did I care?  I sometimes have to negotiate my identity within the Jewish 
community to co-participate in some of my wife’s activities.  I must also say without reserve 
that I had the same challenges in the Christian community, even the secular one.  “You don’t 
celebrate Christmas do you, Tim?”  Well, I celebrated thirty-nine of them, that is, until I 
changed my life course. 
My point is that it is crucially important for me now to find the “I” embedded in any 
philosophical text I read.  My goal is to broach these texts for how they may inform my 
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metaphysics, my problem-situation in its various manifestations, elaborations and attenuations.  
In this respect, it is most important that I shed the cloak and armour of those well-entrenched 
schools that have cast interpretations on Plato and Aristotle, for example, for nigh on a century; 
even the cloak and armour of my philosopher.  These interpretations now so well-
institutionalized have the capacity, I fear, of obliterating my “I” and that particular engagement 
I have with the text, albeit etymologically and historically driven.  I rather let these texts affirm 
and permit me to return to my ‘original face.’161   
With respect to the two epigraphs at the top of this paper, my renewed approach 
begets, I believe, a whole new learning adventure; by way of Tarnas at the start, one which I 
hope will stabilize and richly focus my ‘being in this world.’ 
With this reflection, I offer my gateway, the point of entry I took to engage with 
Tarnas’ text.  I stumbled about a fair amount of in my initial reading of it.  I mean some 
hesitation and even some apathy if not disinterest!  In coming to terms with my resistance to 
engage with Tarnas, I had to ask myself this question:  What distant voices are reaching out in 


































saunters along now 
 



















My father at his ‘Bar Mitzvah’ party162 
 
 
If I remember correctly, I took part in my first play when I was six years old.  I 
remember very little about it.  There was a character in it, I think, named Mr. 
Gumdrop.  I don’t know if I played that part or another one.  But it really doesn’t 
matter because, besides retaining a lingering fondness for his namesake, he 
doesn’t mean anything to me now.  I didn’t know who wrote the play or where 
it came from.  I still don’t know, but it doesn’t bother me.  I enjoyed myself. 
 
This is the most important thing I learned from my first experience of the 









1.  A small seal, usually one fixed in a finger ring. . . . 1825 SCOTT Talism. 
ii, That diamond signet, which thou wearest on thy finger, thou holdest it, 
doubtless, as of inestimable value?  1889 J. DICKIE Words of Faith, etc. (1893) 
Your name is graven on the signet of his hand.164 
 
The palliative care nurse placed my ailing father’s ring into the palm of my Mum’s 
hand.  Mum clutched it, caressed it, then opened her fingers to fashion a fan around it.  She 
peered at the ring’s brilliance as if she was witnessing the unfolding of its essence; the many 
stories it beheld, the many oscillations and iterations of the travails my father experienced 
throughout his life to secure identity, livelihood and family. 
The ring was a fitting token for my Mum to embrace.  It symbolized and embodied 
the milestones of achievement and disappointment my father experienced in the course of his 
life.  I never saw him ease it off his finger or set it aside.  The ring had likely remained intact, 
seamlessly attached to his right hand since his thirteenth birthday.   
The ring had indeed witnessed, welded and wedded the many diffusions and 
deflections, truncations and elongations that made up the variegated narrative of my father’s 
now withering life. 
Only now, I suggest, with pulse and breath faint and limbs languishing, my father on 
the precipice of death, could this ring, this seeming font of my father’s personhood be yanked 
off from—what has been until now—his inviolable body. 
Upon my father’s passing, my Mum offered to pass this ring down to my brother.  
Among other things, he and our father shared the same initials.  Despite this inviting symmetry, 
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my brother refused it.  The ring now swaddles my finger. This ring, I believe, was gifted by 
my grandmother to my father to acknowledge and celebrate the occasion of his bar mitzvah, 
the Jewish rite of passage typically marked by the thirteenth birthday.  
I am not sure how much my grandmother exposed my father and uncle to Yiddishkeit, 
the Jewish way of life.  Perhaps like many of the turn of the twentieth-century immigrant 
families spirited by their escapes from pogroms, those officially organized and tolerated 
massacres of their people in Eastern Europe, she chose to largely assimilate into a North 
American lifestyle by keeping only a token number of trappings from her native tradition. 
For some families, this assimilation resulted in fusions of secularly expressed traditions 
begetting curious hybrid symbols. For example, whilst notorious and hotly disputed in some 
quarters of the Jewish community, the ‘Hanukkah bush,’ became a seasonal fixture to celebrate 
‘faith’ in some ancestrally Jewish households. 
I cannot claim that my father had a Hanukkah bush in his childhood.  When I asked 
him once about his winter celebrations, he recalled with fervent relish that on December 25th 
his mother, brother and he would visit the home of his Uncle Ed, the family patriarch, where 
his Aunt Sophie would prepare a festive “Christmas supper” for the extended family.  
Strikingly, in recent conversations, two of my father’s cousins disputed his 
recollection.  They remarked: “Oh no, Tim, we celebrated the Jewish holidays!  Although our 
family was not religious, we remained   culturally Jewish!” 
I trust this meant that the family’s ethnic subscription went somewhat beyond those 
ritualistic preparations of such culinary delights as gefilte fish, kreplach and matzah brei; dishes 
on North American tables that serve, I suggest, as the standard-bearers for gastronomic Jews. 
However, moving this debate aside, I am patently aware that my grandmother 
rigorously observed at least one Jewish ritual during my father’s childhood.  One which left 
stains of indelible trauma, I have been told, upon my father. 
With my grandmother approaching her fortieth birthday, my father just turned four 
and my uncle still an infant, they lost their husband and father.  To my father’s bewilderment, 
in her mourning, he watched his mother cover all the mirrors in the family home with 
forbidding black-hued and utterly opaque cloths.  Apparently, these cloths were affixed to the 
mirrors not simply for a matter of days, to signify and reinforce, for example, the Shiva, the 
219 
week-long period of initial mourning customary in Jewish tradition.  Rather, my grandmother 
kept them attached for several weeks! 
Thus, my father’s personal loss was utterly compounded.  Not only was this tender 
four-year-old forced to fathom the mystery of his father’s absence but he now had to navigate 
the newly-darkened corridors of the family home without the lead of his father’s hand; without 
the reassuring embrace readied to guide this young son along the pathways of his nascent 
identity; without the man he had learned to look up to. 
According to my Mum, those darkened mirrors followed my father deep into his 
adulthood as if they were washed-out bridges beckoning him to wade into the debris of 
memory to recover the bond he had lost with his father.  And astonishingly, on his own 
deathbed, my father finally took that plunge.  In his last hours, Dad started talking about the 
death of his Dad. 
 
 




Jack Newman aka Jacob Kolerstein  
Paternal Grandfather 
  
פארגעסן וויל זון דער וואס געדענקט אייניקל דאס  
the grandson remembers what the son wants to forget165 
 
 
I documented my visit with my father’s eldest cousin Alec and to the public library where I traced  





וישראל משה כדת זו בטבעת לי מקודשת את הרי  




My paternal grandparents, Jack and Eva Newman  
married as Mr. and Mrs. Kolerstein on  
26 May 1907 in Manhattan, NYC  
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My Parents on their Wedding Day, 20 May 1946 







לי ודודי לדודי אני  
I am my beloved’s and my beloved is mine167 















were handed down 
 


















One aspect of anti-semitism or, indeed, of any form of racism is that an entire 
people is falsely and summarily equated with a particular position, view or 
disposition.  To say that all Jews hold a given view on Israel or are adequately 
represented by Israel or, conversely, that the acts of Israel, the state, adequately 
stands for the acts of all Jews, is to conflate Jews with Israel and, thereby, to 
commit an anti-semitic reduction of Jewishness. . .. The ‘Jew’ is no more defined 
by Israel than by anti-semitism.  The ‘Jew’ exceeds both determinations, and is 
to be found, substantively, as a historically and culturally changing identity that 




My own concern in this matter stems from a problem about my own 
national identity, I am an Israeli.  My Israeli passport officially testifies that I am 
a citizen, yet I am bound by Israeli law to carry an official identity card, and that 
card ascribes to me, equally officially, Jewish nationality.  Officially I am also 
ascribed a religious affiliation, also Jewish.  My choice in the matter is limited.  
In 1949, when identity cards were first issued, I was a soldier, and I was required 
to fill in a questionnaire.  I was not allowed to fill it in myself: another soldier did 
it for me.  I wondered why, but found out at once.  I said, nationality Israeli, 
religion, none.  The other fellow wrote, nationality, Jewish, religion, Jewish, 
nodding his head wisely as I protested.  At the time this disturbed me a bit, but it 
did not seem to matter.  This was a great mistake on my part, as I have learned 
from Hillel Kook, alias Peter Bergson, who fought in vain against the Allies’ 
indifference to the Holocaust and for a secular Hebrew republic. . . .To that end 
he stressed the difference between (the Israeli) nation and (the Jewish) 
congregation.  In Israel the two are systematically conflated.  Consequent to all 
this, Israeli non-Jews are treated as a national minority, and thus as second-class 
citizens.  This raises insoluble internal problems and impedes the peace process. 
Joseph Agassi 170 
 
 
Social identities often identify their bearers negatively or narrowly, 
stereotyping or scripting them too rigidly into particular ways of life and certainly 
never do justice to the complexities of every individual. . .. Undertaking a 
genealogy of identity unearths the ways in which identities are contingent upon 
historical conditions, and form in response to them.  By noting shifts in these 
formations, genealogies draw attention to the ways in which what we are could 
be just as well be otherwise were we situated under or rather, produced by a 
different way of organizing experience, a different discursive regime.   
Natasha Levinson171 
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I had this Dream.  But was it a Dream? 
 
It must have been for there is surely no other way it and it’s 
apparent facts can broach anything close to reality.   
That’s unfathomable!  Isn’t it? 
 
And with apologies, of course, to anyone who thinks 
they might identify with this putative fiction. 
 
 
[D]octors surgically operate upon newborn babies to make their genitals more 
closely match either the male or the female cultural ideal.  This amounts to a 
cultural policing of “what a body can do.” . . . [T]he violence of the genital surgery 
routinely performed on intersex babies precludes the foreclosure of unknown 
possibilities of embodiment.  Particular avenues of embodied technique are then not 
merely forbidden but rendered physically impossible, as the bodily formations 
that would afford such alternative technique are surgically altered, returning the 
body to the “normal” range of technique. 
BEN SPATZ172 
 
When my wife Haya and I married several years ago, one of our agreements—one of 
my gladly-given concessions—was to run the household Jewishly.  I saw this as a fait accompli 
since I was childless and blending into a family with two school-aged children immersed in 
Jewish tradition and ritual.  In addition, whilst being raised as secular—secular Christian, I 
suppose, I have Jewish roots on my father’s side.  I wasn’t a Jew by Jewish law, that is 
halachically Jewish but one of those sometimes controversial patrilineally-descending Jews; 
recognized by some movements but not by others and recognized by some synagogues but not 
by others.   
Out of respect for my wife’s religious observance, to better assimilate into her 
network within the Jewish community, and to facilitate participating in synagogues, I met with 
a Rabbi about my status within his  particular congregation, about whether I am recognized as 
Jewish by him or whether I must seek formal conversion to gain the recognition I sought.   
His reply seared into me like a branding iron.  The Rabbi didn’t pursue any enquiry 
into my current engagement with the Jewish community, my newly-adopted fatherly practices 
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of running a Jewish household with my wife, my sense of identity or my attachment to and 
expression of spirituality.   
The first words to tumble forth from the Rabbi were: “Are you circumcised, Tim?”  
The Rabbi appeared only concerned with the utter physicality of my Jewishness.  He then added 
that if I wasn’t, he had a urologist in the congregation who could perform the procedure for a 
private fee.  He did press me for an answer but I didn’t comply.  I couldn’t: I was speechless, 
stupefied, baffled!  The Rabbi went on to speak about a few other things but I didn’t hear him.  
He then closed off the conversation by saying: “Thank you for raising our children.”  Still not 
able to muster any strength in my voice, I heard myself say speechlessly: “Bu . . . bu . . . but 
I’m supposed to be the fa . . .but I’m supposed to be in the role of the father now, at least the 
stepfather. 
To be sure, I left the Rabbi’s study excised of my new role as stepfather and certainly 
with the odds of a longshot on being recognized as a full-status Jew in his congregation or 


















“There’s no such thing as looking Jewish,” Mr. Schwartzbaum, my fifth-
grade Sunday school teacher at Chicago’s Anshe Emet Synagogue announces one 
Sunday morning.  It is 1945.  “Just look at Laurel.” 
 
I am sitting in the last row, corner seat near the window, as I always do.  
The class turns and looks as Mr. Schwartzbaum inventories me: straight, light 
brown hair, neatly braided; small lips and small upturned nose; light skin; 
thinness; long legs.  I wait for him to point out some other child who doesn’t 
look Jewish in his eyes, but he does not. 
 
I feel singled out, different, and embarrassed.  Frightened and angry too.  
Does Mr. Schwartzbaum think I look better or worse than how Jews look?  I think 
he thinks better, and I’ll show him a thing or two.  Narrowing my eyes and 
clenching my stomach, I say, “My father’s not Jewish.  I look like him!” 
 
Before this Sunday school class lesson, I had never thought that Jewish 
people might look different from other people.  Was I now to understand that 
Jews had curly, dark, unbraidable black hair?  Big noses and lips?  Dark skin?  
Short fat legs?  My mother had dark skin and black hair but a very small nose and 
rosebud lips, as my father called them.  And long legs, like mine.  My mother’s 
sister and brother were fair skinned and blue eyed, but they did have large noses.  
What should I make of this? 
 
I didn’t belong.  I would never belong.  That’s what I made of it.  I was 
not really Jewish.  Neither Gentile nor Jew would see me as Jewish.  My outer 
wrapping would conceal my heritage. 
Laurel Richardson174 
 
Consider also that several times in my life people who did not know me have 
asked me if I was Jewish. Typically, I answered yes to indicate that I consider 
myself Jewish even though I am not really religiously Jewish.  So, what can it 
mean that people have said that I look Jewish, and for me to be ethnically Jewish? 
. . . (I have also been asked whether I was “mixed”—i.e., “Black and white”—
due to my tightly curled dark brown hair and brown eyes.)  
Bruce Baum175 
  
Dad comes in and I tell him that I’m not Jewish, and even if I have a stupid Bat 
Mitzvah it won’t make me Jewish.  I throw three more hard pitches into the 
pillow, the anger building with every throw.  When I stop I am shocked to see 
my father crying.  It is a sight I have never seen before, or since.  No matter how 
you see yourself, he says, the world will always see you as a Jew. 














saunters along now 
 





















Timmerman at the graveside of his maternal grandparents 
May Hilda (d. 1961) and the Reverend Charles Bishop (d. 1937) 
Colwood Cemetery, Victoria, British Columbia 
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My father did not leave much in writing, and of what he wrote almost 
nothing survives.  His chief field of writing was letters to the editor 
(Edmonton Journal, I think) about the war vs. pacifism issue.  He 
wrote some sermons in scribbles which we do not have.  He wrote 




Grandfather chronicling his adventure as a probationary Minister  
on the Canadian prairie in a letter to his family in Darlington, UK178 
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A fellow clergyman’s offer of praise towards my Grandfather179 
 
When I was a student in Toronto in the 1980’s, I used to make my way home from 
the Robarts Library by routinely taking a shortcut through the grounds of Victoria College.  I 
think I was drawn to this route less by the fact that it trimmed my journey by a few minutes.  
Rather, it drew me because it gave me an almost daily opportunity to refresh my ‘imagined’ 
memory of my maternal grandfather’s student days at this college.  It was here, circa 1911, 
that my grandfather received his ordination as a Methodist minister, achieving in addition a 
graduating prize for oratory.   
I never met my grandfather.  According to family fable, he passed away on the eve of 
the Second World War whilst engaged in a feverish correspondence with The Edmonton 
Journal and later, The Victoria Times.  Effectively his last sermons, my grandfather, the 
Reverend Charles Bishop, enunciated his prophesies concerning Mister Hitler’s capacity for 
evil and impending world war to the newspaper public with unrelenting conviction.  The fable 
contends that the fervour and rapture with which he imparted his pleas to stop Hitler ultimately 
broke him; his health becoming more brittle as signs of war became more imminent. 
My grandfather’s impassioned temperament was apparently a typical Bishop family 
trait.  It seems I descend from a long line of social justice seekers who always took on issues 
with uncompromising and resolute moral conviction; for example, pacifism and vegetarianism 
were well-etched into the generations.  And to be sure, this is punctuated no less than by my 
mother’s story of her British uncles’ incarcerations for conscientious objection during the First 
World War. 
My auntie Dorothy characterized my grandfather as a ‘religious radical.’  He 
apparently spearheaded progressive and paradigm-shifting changes within the religious 
community. As an adherent to the philosophy of the ‘everyman,’ for example, he preached 
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breaking down barriers and discarding notions of exclusivity—that is, sectarian thinking—
within places of worship.  According to family fable, his thinking contributed to melding 
together the three prevailing protestant sects in early twentieth-century Canada into forming 
the United Church of Canada.  
More importantly, however, from the point of view of instilling a credo into his 
children—and his grandchildren, I suggest, his passionate and unequivocal censure towards 
acts of intolerance and segregation provided example for them to question establishment values 
and consider new pathways of human expression.  Particularly, in this respect, my mother 
vouched that she had no inhibitions or remorse in her lifetime by stepping out of the fold by 
marrying a Jew; and with utter certitude believed that she had her departed father’s complete 
blessing for the marriage.       
Indeed, imbued with these family recollections, my almost daily walks beside my 
grandfather’s alma mater were attempts to pay the honour and respect I believed due to him; 
especially for his expressions of empathy, charity and humanity as he fought the plight of the 
everyman during his abbreviated life.  Perhaps perversely, for me, the college began to mark 
my grandfather’s tomb.  My walking ritual was usually capped by a momentary pause at the 
college front entrance.  There I would gaze upon its towering arch, dutifully read and 
momentarily luxuriate in its well-etched heaven bound inscription: “The Truth Shall Make You 
Free.” 
I always drew solace from this biblical aphorism: embracing its key elements of ‘truth’ 
and ‘freedom’ as the cross-bearings of my intellectual horizon; as the intersection within my 
emotional cosmos standing before me to inform the fore and backgrounds of my life-choices.  
For me, upon my every reading, this aphorism was almost sensually evocative as I felt it 
resound between my temples; triggering my imagination to configure one constellation after 
another of these beacon-like seminal elements; marshalling hope towards that one resolve 
maybe equipped to help me navigate my mortal horizon; that one resolve imprinting my 
grandfather’s footsteps on the new terrain of his successive generations; endlessly forging 
steadfast bonds to his heartfelt and humanitarian values; expressly to be shared by both kith 
and kin at every possible juncture. 
I have dedicated a significant portion of narrative to my maternal grandfather due to 
my recent revelation that much of my postgraduate studies have been influenced and directed 
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by a longing to understand—to decipher—the historical, cultural and intellectual legacies left 
to me by both my maternal and paternal grandfathers.  While both immigrants to North 
America, they came from different quarters and different traditions of the world at the turn of 
the last century.   
Reflecting upon the trajectory of my prior academic choices, I determined recently 
that my singular postgraduate preoccupation had been, in reality, to seek out and engage in 
programs of study enabling me to deploy stratagems by which to reconcile, assimilate and make 
malleable my grandfathers’ putatively divergent backgrounds; affording me in the end a 
seamless historical consciousness to use as the bedrock of my life script and anchor, in 
particular, my identity. 
It seems reasonable to say that I had been dealt a contested identity given its bifurcated 
heritage.  To be sure, by virtue of the sheer sociological dictates of my early family life, I was 
handed initially a life script largely orchestrated by my maternal grandparents; however, one 
increasingly contested—dialectically, I suggest—by questions arising from the ‘unknowns’ 
concerning my paternal grandparents; unknowns augmented and made more prescient by the 
fact that they were even concealed from my father; unknowns I have been thus pressed by 
curiosity to ask about contributing to ultimately, I suggest, a collapsing, disintegration and 
rearranging of my nascent identity into one—especially in later adulthood—of a much 
different but yet to be resolved and far from seamless order. 
However, now I no longer have to imagine my grandfather’s voice.  I finally heard it, 
or rather read it.   
On the grounds of Victoria College stands a sister college, Emmanuel College.  
Emmanuel holds the archives for the United Church of Canada.  On a couple of occasions on 
my walks by these colleges, I stopped in at the archives in search of anything my grandfather 
Bishop had written.  I was able to read through his personnel file but it contained nothing of 
his sermons, speeches or any essays.  I asked the archivists about how to pursue my research.  
They were unhelpful.  It never dawned on me to check the church newspaper, which was 
named during my grandfather’s lifetime, The Christian Guardian.   
By way of an internet search with the simple typing in of my grandfather’s name, a 
couple of potent hyperlinks came up.  And there it was, a book by the history scholar, Amy 
Shaw.  She has written a book entitled, Crisis of Conscience: Conscientious Objection in Canada 
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during the First World War.180  On its page 112 stands a block of prose written by my maternal 
grandfather, the Reverend Charles Bishop.  Shaw begins her account of my grandfather by 
saying: 
Another who wrote frequently in support of conscientious objectors 
was Reverend Charles Bishop from Bow River, Alberta.  He argued that 
antagonism towards COs, and “the whole character of the campaign for 
recruits,” was unfair to “those of us who are not convinced that to take up arms 
is our Christian duty;”181 
 
and then quotes him directly: 
It is assumed on every hand that the method of physical force is the only 
method available to a Christian nation to defend, not merely its national 
existence, but its very Christianity.  In fact, to put it bluntly, God is dependent 
upon the number of recruits we can raise and the amount of munitions we can 
manufacture . . . We cannot see clearly just in what way the bloody warfare 
which now prevails—which is costing the nations so much of noble young life, 
and which is making life dark and hopeless for so many more—is going to evoke 
a better spirit in the German people or is going to minister to what is best in our 
own national life.182 
 
The reading of this text is a striking moment for me since the account of grandfather 
which I built upon fable can now be attested to by fact, the fact of this extant document.  In 
her footnote for this text, Shaw indicates that the source is an article my grandfather wrote for 
the Christian Guardian entitled, “The Minister and the War.”  She further cites three other 
relevant articles he wrote for this church newspaper: “Conscription and the Conscientious 
Objector,” “Unmitigated Prussianism,” and “Pacifism and Prussianism.”  It appears now that if 
I so choose, I have a well-stocked research agenda.183 
I have now heard my maternal grandfather’s ‘voice.’  The likelihood of finding 
anything similar extant for my paternal grandfather is remote.  According to my father, his 
father was an accountant.  My father would boast that his father once wrote a book on 




Grandfather and Grandmother Bishop homesteading in Alberta 
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The clock my father used to fiddle with on the living room mantel set now to the time of his death 
 
 
THE FINAL DISPOSITION 
 
enlivening text through performance and mapping 
its meanings through autobiographical reflexion 
 
 
Winston had idolized his father but virtually had no relationship with him.  And 
there is a bizarre but revealing story he wrote about his abiding sense of loss.  
Churchill was at Chartwell painting a copy of his father’s portrait one foggy 
November afternoon.  Suddenly, he felt a presence in the room.  Swinging 
around, he saw his father watching him from the red leather armchair.  Lord 
Randolph wanted to know what had happened since his death in 1895.  So, 
Winston began to relate the cataclysmic events of the twentieth century: world 
wars, devastated cities, millions are dead.  His father was horrified.  “When I hear 
you talk, Winston, I really wonder why you didn’t go into politics.  You might 
have done a lot to help.  You might have even made a name for yourself.”  Lord 
Randolph smiled benignly but then vanished.  Winston had lost his opportunity 
to explain to his father his own heroic role in the epic of the twentieth century.  
Once again, father and son had reached out but failed to meet.  Only a dream, of 







[L]anguage is more than a means of transmitting information.  In telling tales, we 
verbally repair the broken world a death creates, reincorporating the dead by 
means of a tamed nature we can control and understand. . .. The best endings 
these stories offer are those many adults hold out for themselves, depositing the 
dead in the mind’s clutter of memories and finding solace in contemplating their 
presence in clouds, hills, stars, or some “better place.” 
James W. Green185 
 
 
A son finds it natural that his father should die before him.  Filial duty hurries him 
to the death-bed, to close his father’s eyes and carry him to his grave.  During 
this period, which may last for days, he has his father lying dead before him.  The 
man who, more than anyone else, could order him about is now reduced to 
silence and, helpless, must endure everything which is done to his body.  And it 





When a person very close to us is dying, there is (we dimly apprehend) something 
in the months to come that—much as we would like to share it with him—could 
happen only through his absence.  We greet him, at the last, in a language he 





Eventually, all your secrets are told, all of you discovered and exposed.  Perhaps 
this is the scariest part about dying.  The living go on to know you better than 
you might have wanted.  When you die, their discoveries will lift you on a 






Men and ideas advance in part by parricide, by which the children kill, if not their 






I buried bodies for a living.  For nearly two decades as a human services caseworker 
working within different levels and regions of government, I arranged among other things the 
burial and memorial services for the human remains of my departed clients: took calls from 
social workers, unit clerks and nurses on a hospital ward or in the morgue to pick up these 
remains; notified next-of-kin—spouses, children, extended family relations and friends about 
the disposition of these remains; consulted coroners about the release of these remains; 
conferred with the parish priest or the chevra kadisha about the arrangement for these remains; 
and instructed funeral directors on their final disposition.  Cremation or burial, graveside or 
chapel service, interment in a lot or a columbarium were the usual roster of choices.   
Then, faxing back and forth funeral services contracts bearing these carefully-executed 
choices as if they were, for example, the mere rough and tumble machinery of those endlessly 
amended and initialled real estate purchase and sale contracts; painstakingly scrutinizing them 
for errors and omissions and then applying that well-practiced and near-copperplate signature 
per the governmental department or corporation sole I represented; all along meticulously 
documenting my client’s file in accordance with the deemed appropriate policy and legal 
parameters, every stride of my pen or plunk upon my keyboard representing, I suggest, the 
last sputters of my client’s breath as if I was witnessing the final vapours of their humanity 
being withdrawn from them.  The death certificate ordered; I then gently slipped the file into 
the transfer tray. 
Sometimes that tray got stacked pretty high.  About three deaths per week, I’d say.  
And there were more, many more at Christmas time and in the humid depths of the hot 
summer months.  I excelled at being a bureaucrat!  I dealt with death.  With that smack of 
panache that befits a civil servant’s demeanour, I helped bring these grim tidings to often 
unexpectedly bereaved relatives. 
But, alas, no matter how well-rehearsed I had become as a substitute decision-maker 
addressing client maladies such as dementia, traumatic brain injuries and reckoning with 
daunting decisions such as DNR’s and other end-of-life matters; no matter how acclimatized I 
had become to the environs of palliative care wards, morgues and mortuaries; no matter how 
many healthcare professionals I had consulted and care conferences I had attended in my 
professional guise; no matter how many bedsides I had stood by witnessing my frail and ailing 
clients eke out the final moments of their life’s journey in diminished capacity; the morning I 
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received a phone call from my mother summoning me to the hospital to witness the imminent 
death of my elderly father in 2005 was to be sure my day of reckoning. 
Upon entering the hospital ward, I felt as if I was snatched up by the collar and hauled 
before an examining magistrate to suffer his vetting on matters of filial love, duty, and loyalty. 
The ward doors then slammed shut behind me as if this imagined official had slapped his hands 
together in gleeful satisfaction for preparing a case for my prosecution.  Tipping his hat as his 
bidding of bye and sporting a broad-brimmed Cheshire smile, this perfunctuary spectre 
promptly had me shackled and ushered point-blank to a prisoner’s dock; alas, I mean my 
father’s bedside to witness him lay almost bare defrocked of his identity—I mean defrocked of 
his everyday gray business suit—on a rickety canvas stretcher.   
With his milk white limbs and loin tangled in one of those starch-drenched hospital 
gowns, I watched my father’s brittle hand slightly twist and elevate with the rustle of a dull 
snap to gesture his greeting of ‘hello.’  A faint welcoming smile also appeared on his lips—lips 
eerily translucent and cast in a foreboding bluey purple hue—as his eyes fixed upon me.  
However, I proved only to be brief distraction for him.  My father’s emaciated sunken chest 
began to heave helplessly up and down in distinct audible crunches searching for gasps of air to 
invigorate his frail and near desolate body.  But then for a moment these crunches simmered 
and subsided.  A breath-taking stillness seem to sear through my father’s body unleashing in 
gentle strides the rhythmic calm of normal breathing, spurting out as it turns out ultimately 
deceptive messages that things were going to be okay.   
But for that moment—moment of brief renewal—I felt the force of my father’s hand 
as it drew near me to clench my palm.  As I felt his fingers dig into the ripples of my skin, his 
grip evoking memories of a bond that had lapsed, I suggest, decades ago, he issued what was 
his final paternal edict.  With that familiar eloquence carefully etched in modicums of aplomb, 
finesse and detail, my father commanded: “Timothy, I want you to go home and put a few 
things for yourself into a small suitcase so that you can come back and stay with me at the 
hospital:”   
Startled and dumbfounded, I stood there utterly perplexed.  Frankly I was flustered; 
in quite a quandary to be sure.     
After two or three decades of being on the precipice of near estrangement from this 
lord ever-ready to hover over my manor, I felt my father’s plea for a rekindling of kinship, 
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resurrection of a bond tarnished and torn by the castings of aspersion and contempt, him 
towards me and me towards him, over a great many years.  Yet he wanted me?  As far as I 
know and as confirmed by my wife, he summoned neither my mother nor my brother into this 
role.  My father wanted me as his companion-in-arms to escort him and bear witness to his 
attendance at the magistrate of the awaiting Pearly Gates.  He had entrusted me to furnish 
closing arguments, to appeal to judge and jury on the merits of his life.   
Yet I stood there rock-bottom speechless.   Regardless of my caseworker experience, 
well-honed advocacy skills, network of collateral healthcare contacts and ability to read 
medical shorthand, my voice was ushered swiftly into a screeching silence as I watched my 
father in decline and reflected on the trials and tribulations of our weathered relationship.  
Even despite the last-minute evidence of our rekindled affinities and resurgence of our 
indefatigable love, I still could not muster any voice especially in the presence of the doleful 
hospital personnel with their admonitions and apprehensions that nothing could pre-empt the 
God-given fate that awaited my father.  Alas, I was dumbstruck and left to desperately fathom 
my own plummeting emotions. 
However, my brother kept his cool and offered the necessary brinksmanship to meet 
the hospital personnel’s discharge-minded predispositions—for example, their seemingly 
default opinion of “well, he’s seventy-nine!”—with a formidable resistance.  And, alas, we 
were granted at least a few hours’ reprieve to stall that final and irrevocable strike upon our 
father’s hearts.   
To my brother, I must offer all due respect.  While I was dumbstruck by the hospital’s 
patent ageism, particularly the attending doctor’s patent disregard of our father’s near 
breathless plea that they muster all of their resources to sustain his life, Geoffrey managed to 
maintain his voice.  Always unabashed at parlaying his professional credentials to negotiate his 
standing or recognition in new situations, Geoffrey had the requisite gumption to broach the 
doctor directly on the quality of life-preserving services they were prepared to offer our father.  
Within the grip of a handshake, I would often hear my brother impart one or other detail of 
his CV to new acquaintances; references, for example, to his various university posts, 
friendships with renown literati or former residences in posh metropolitan suburbs were often 
the fodder of his introductions.  In this familiar vein, Geoffrey solicited the doctor to seek his 
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assurance that only internationally renowned specialists would be consulted respecting our 
father’s condition.   
Frankly, at times, I had been a bit bothered by my brother’s fortitude and gumption.  
And, to be sure, his cocksureness and finesse along with praiseworthy and bone fide 
accomplishments always awakened that hard to tame trigger-happy sibling rivalry within me.  
However, regardless of this perhaps tainted characterization I offer—tainted by surges of 
rivalry, I confess—the family reaped this time for sure the benefits of Geoffrey’s forthright and 
feisty temperament!  No less than in spades, I’d exclaim!   
Geoffrey reported back to mum and me that he had successfully cajoled the doctor 
into consulting one of his esteemed colleagues across town.  Strikingly, the upshot of the 
doctor’s conference with his colleague, a preeminent heart specialist was an agreement to 
transfer our father to his major hospital in the city.  As I mentioned earlier, bravo to my brother 
for his advocacy! 
We then witnessed a mad scramble to get our father ready for this transfer; a painful 
sight to say the least.  He was poked and prodded with whole bunch of portable medical gear 
and then shifted into a special life-support ambulance.  Watching the ambulance drive off with 
its circus of lights fiercely blazing remains an irksome memory to boot. 
When we arrived at the city hospital, our father was already being prepared for 
surgery; for the angioplasty we suspected he refused in earlier years.  Two seriously clogged 
arteries were identified.  The surgeons implanted two stents to remove blockage and improve 
blood flow.  We rejoiced in this reprieve, mustered guarded optimism and went home in 
attempt to get some sleep.  
Alas, our reprieve was temporary.  In the wee hours of the next morning, the phone 
I had carefully set beside me did exactly what I didn’t want it to: burst into a shrill of startling 
rings.  The news was what I didn’t want it to be.  Our father wasn’t thriving.  He was suffering.  
He continued to experience a multitude of heart attacks despite the surgical implants.  We 
were called into the hospital to discuss the doctor’s recommendation to remove the life 
support.  We arrived.  We conferred.  We debated having our likely last visit with our dear 
father.  My brother signed the DNR, the Do Not Resuscitate order.  We went home.         
Just after five in the morning, the telephone rang again: each ring-burst like the punch 
and pound of the grim reaper rapping upon the door.  I answered—reluctantly.  
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Our father had passed away at 5:10 a.m.—on 5th May, the 5th month of 2005; that is, 
as my mother always used to say, her husband, the nephew of watchmakers and a man who 
throughout his lifetime was fastidious about making sure all his timepieces kept correct time—
a man who practiced precision in all his many walks of life—died at 5:10 a.m. on 05/5/2005. 
Now eleven years have passed by, eleven years have certainly passed since I witnessed 
my father dart around the house in waistcoat and sleeve garters moving hands either forward 
or backwards on his vast array of clocks according to seasonal time changes.  In his pursuit of 
the aforementioned precision, my father would tune in the time signal on his shortwave radio 
set.  We would hear it in the background pounding out time as we witnessed my father’s 
carefully choreographed execution of setting his clocks in step with the pulses of each and every 
second delivered by this radio set in seeming regimental form with an admixture of long and 
short dashes before the big hand struck twelve.  “Do—doop—doop—doop.  Do—doop—
doop—doop,” as I recall the mechanical drone of its beat.  Then at regular intervals a man who 
possessed a squeaky voice and seemed to live literally inside the radio’s box would announce 
station call letters and the authority by which they made the time.  ‘WWVB, Fort Collins, 
Colorado: The National Institute of Standards and Technology,” we would hear repetitively 
after so many counts of the beat.  WWVB was the only station that competed with ‘the 
Beeb’—the British Broadcasting Corporation—to command my father’s attention.  I suppose: 
‘the Beeb’ for the news and Fort Collins for the time framed my father’s daily routines.  But 
he is gone now.  And so is Mum, four years ago. 
Mum—notice I capitalized—was often my partner-in-crime in the life surrounding 
my family of origin.  We’d connive and conspire to break every rule my father set for the 
household and his children.  Geoffrey was part of these shenanigans, too.  But as a sports nut—
something our father abhorred—he was often out playing hockey.  We usually had to deal him 
into our plots by proxy.   
For example, do you really think my late father would want me to wear his gray suit?  
Not a chance: many of his possessions were off limits to his children—and his wife—during 
his lifetime.  That gleam in my mother’s eyes as I tried on my deceased father’s suit was, I 
suggest, not indicative of her delight in seeing some incarnation of her late husband but rather 
just another episode in her ploy—one of our many nefarious ploys—to upset the applecart.  
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Likely, her offer of the suit was in the spirit of “here is one more thing your father didn’t 
provide for you.  Try it on.  It’s yours now!”   
As evident in this story of The Gray Suit,190 I suggest that mum constructed with me the 
many family narratives within this volume, even whilst being now resident in the heavens. In 
this respect, she cultivated within my storytelling a particular perspective, a bitter and slippery 
edge perhaps, reflecting the dilemmas and difficulties she experienced within her fifty-nine-
year marriage to my father; among these his attitude that his children ‘should be seen and not 
heard’—and sometimes not even seen was amongst the foremost of her concerns even until 
we reached and started to pass through our adulthood.   
Therefore, while I bear the sole responsibility for their authorship, I am reluctant to 
claim a singular voice in the family tales I tell since mum’s voice is ever-present in them; a sole 
responsibility I gladly accept since my brother and I were banished from our father’s empire 
many times over.  We withstood first-hand his short quips such as, “You do not know what 
you’re talking about” to full marching orders to leave the premises.  Perhaps these earmarked 
her marriage as well.  On each and every occasion our father delivered one of these deleterious 
utterances, Geoffrey and I were left almost irrevocably shattered.  Our dutiful mother always 
gently tended to us in the aftermath as she joined forces with us to pick up the splinters and 
shards of our broken identities and fashion them back together.  Mum was certainly our glue; 
our familial craftsman to be sure!   
I have written the present story expressly as a companion piece to as a backgrounder 
to the following video performance I produced of The Gray Suit. It represents just another scene 
in Newman family life, albeit a poignant one, but more importantly the current piece is also 
an exercise in my coming to terms with the status of the earlier stories within the canon of 
family narratives I have written over the last seven years. 
While The Gray Suit has been already vetted and appreciated by a few of my peers and 
professors in written form and has had the benefit of a couple of private readings, it had not 
been performed—that is, given costuming, oration and staging—until recently.  Performance 
was sought by me as a vehicle to bring to the fore—at least the forefront of my own 
consciousness—the metaphorical richness of the text and dimensions not otherwise obtained 
without the implementation of the three elements just noted; potentialities even hidden from 
me as the text’s author.   
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For me, performance was a barrier to be broken.  A wall to climb over, I suggest, to 
revitalize and rebuild the relational intimacies resident in the text that had become smothered 
in my process, rather in my drama of recollecting, reimagining, reshaping and rewriting the 
fragments of memory into a palpable narrative form.   
Much in the same way I experienced the hysteria of traumatic blindness as a five-year-
old child returning home from a tonsil operation in the hospital, I could not see the text I had 
authored.  Even after receiving a few encouraging accolades on the story’s merit, its nuances 
and potentialities remained opaque to me.  Consequently, my response—to myself—had been 
the rather opportunistic, “I’ve got something going here.  I’ve got an audience for this stuff.  
What gives?  It’s just the trauma of my childhood I am speaking out to.”  Strikingly, however, 
I am certain these accolades affected me differently than intended.  Rather than encourage and 
bolster my newfound craft of writing, they served markedly as inhibitors.  Increasingly, I 
became warier of publicly disclosing my tales?  What have I written?  What have I said?  Dead—
Mum, Dad—or alive—Geoffrey, what would these characters within my tales think of the 
portrayals I had given them.   
With The Gray Suit, I felt fully arrested.  I mean I kept on writing, perhaps two or three 
more tales.  But as I wrote my scribbles and scrawls, I used my right forearm more and more 
to shield my meditations on family life from public view. 
But what to do about this Suit?  Somehow I knew that by climbing into my father’s 
trousers again, donning his tight necktie and then to engage in the act of reciting this story 
would serve to release me from this purgatory, enable the reticence and apprehension I 
harboured to dissipate and the proverbs would flow forth and reveal themselves to me.  I think 
I had gained the insight to use this practice from some remote memory of Adlerian therapy, its 
treatment of angst and disclosure: “Get up on to a stage, let your thoughts lay naked before an 
audience, issue your feelings unreservedly and blurt it all out.”  I suggest it was either this or 
my mother’s celestial voice beckoning me to, “Wear the suit!  Wear the suit!”  Whether it was 
Alfred or Joyce, I donned the suit, got up on to the stage, looked into the camera and blurted 
out my story full tilt and saturated myself in the audience’s reception of it.  It was, to be sure, 
a watershed moment.  The torrents of my story’s meaningfulness surged upon me.  I began to 
extract those elements of the story from which to build from and develop into a dissertation.  
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The oar has floated back to the boat.  The sea of despair has disappeared.  And I believe the 
particular oar I must paddle with, move forward with is: 
 
Despite its welcoming fit, I remained resolute that this suit and I should not 
renew our acquaintance.  Consequently, I conceded to only a quick glance of 
myself in the mirror.  However, it turned out to be long enough to remind me 
of that rather haunting grey silhouette that had dominated the many vistas of my 
childhood.  Cast before me was a forbidding figure I eerily supposed to be deeply 
reminiscent of my father.  I succumbed to its invitation. 
   
Particularly, the figure’s piercing eyes captivated me.  What did they behold?  I 
knew at once that I had to give up the charade that the figure within this glass 
was no one else but me.  I knew they were my eyes only just clad in my late 
father’s suit, one which I saw and felt countless times as a child.   It was the 
evident speechless innocence of these eyes that drew me into their gaze.  Urging 
me to journey within them, I began to see these eyes, my eyes, starkly imbued 
with childlike apprehensions marked by the curiosity and vulnerability of one 
trying to negotiate his nascent identity. 
 
Without the revisiting, renewal, rehearsing and particularly the performing of this 
text, I could have never broached or addressed as a storyline my encounter with my father in 
his dying moments at the hospital after decades of near estrangements.  In addition, I would 
never have discovered the proximity, semblance or parallel between these two stories, these 
two encounters without deploying the theatrical engagement.   
Particularly, I would have never discovered that the problem at hand concerns 
reflexivity, that is, reflexive engagement as the key vehicle affording the counter processes of 
bonding and individuation in the father—son relationship; and to probe these countervailing 








My father’s sleeve garters arranged  
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I reach down to my gut 
Clenching ham-fistedly 
Morsels of memory 
Gooey doughy spaghetti-like strands 
Clumped and undercooked 
Like tentacles mangled together 
In a seething caldron of raw desires 
 
I draw them up to my gullet 
Swirled them upon my swelling tongue 
To let them touch upon those tiny crevices 
Of my battered and beleaguered tooth enamel 
Inhibited and unrequited 
Only to retreat and offer muffled tones 







Upon their perusal of this dissertation, the author no doubt expects that some of his 
readers may pooh-pooh the present exercise.  Indeed, he would not be surprised if some of 
them went to preposterous lengths, in his view, to allege that the paternal portrayal given 
herein is an act of nothing more than juvenile folly; that is, no more than adolescent mischief 
or patent immaturity on the part of this senior-aged author.  A childish act of irreverence, they 
may rebuke.  An act, whilst poetic and fuelled by feelings, facts and forays into the imagination, 
that is absent of the honour and deference a child appropriately bestows upon his parent.  Thus, 
the damnation this son—an ogre son so it appears—has heralded upon his father in the 
preceding pages by rendering, in their view, an imprecise and assuredly deleterious portrait of 
him is not merely tenuous but downright unconscionable.  Claptrap!  Twaddle!  He can hear 
them bellow these slurs and slights into the wiley winds of their protests. 
The author impresses that he shall not capitulate to this sentiment.  One, he 
anticipates, being voiced by a particular brood of his readers.  Notably those, he presumes, 
steeped in the tradition of ‘children—even adult children! —should be seen and not heard.’ 
Those, he speculates, suffering from the remnant trappings of a Victorian ilk—or perhaps even 
closer to our time, proximity and mortality, the duplicitous fixings of the current 
neoconservative movement.    
However, the author shall nonetheless entertain a singular concession to those hard-
hearted establishmentarians who view his exercise as something broaching foul play; indeed, 
as a form of patricide.  The author thinks of those stoic gentlemen, for example, who may 
dismiss out of hand his deed to tell this story of father and son as an extravagant missive.  The 
missive of an inconsiderate, unappreciative and near-sighted reprobate, they may clamour.  A 
‘foppish little prick’—obsolete definition of ‘foppish’ intended—as he was once called by such 
a gentleman.  An ungrateful spawn who uncouthly and recklessly dispenses incredulous 
aspersions upon the very man who gave him life, education and welfare—not to mention style, 
grace and manners!  An exercise, they may ultimately admonish, that is nothing more than 
biting the toiling and loyal hand that fed him. 
To these gentlemen, the author wishes to offer jelly donuts.  Alas, whilst he has indeed 
‘reached down to his gut’ to heave unceremoniously and untidily upon his readers a 
resplendent plenitude of ponderous, implacable and precarious tales; momentous and 
monstrous ‘morsels of memory’ of filial woe, he shall concede nonetheless that it wasn’t all 
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that bad.  Especially, the author recalls, when those bonding sessions between father and son 
took place over—there they lay, front and centre, true to north, damn the torpedoes, full 
speed ahead—a plate of—wait a minute! —yummy—for-the-tummy jam-filled jelly donuts! 
Jelly doughnuts.  Yes, that’s right.  Jelly doughnuts!  A plate of them, stacked up, one 
propped against the other.   On a plate, they were, decorated with that singular glaze of a 
frieze-like gray stripe piping its pseudo porcelain border.  Doughnuts set upon a fine piece of 
five-and-dime crockery, they were, dusted with a bristled and briny coat of crispy and crackly 
granulated sugar.  Doughnuts, they were, belching out ample drippings of strawberry jelly by 
their boisterous and bulbous sides.  Not always willing to abide.  Not always willing to confide.  
But never being denied.  Drippings, they were, exuding pinpoint droplets slathered here and 
there poke-a-doting this restaurant ware which featured such handsome fare.  A fare, it was, 
to repair to; notwithstanding any hint of scourge but only to forage the means to gorge with a 
stealth-like forge this fabulous feast that lay betwixt and between, robust and lean, father and 
his filial gene.  Doughnuts and coffee their usual mean, something more than store-bought 
Peek Freans, leaving father and son sanctity to preen.  So serene.  So sublime.  So supreme.  It 
was.  On any occasion that could muster this theme.   
Such an occasion was sometimes a Saturday afternoon saunter down to the local 
shopping precinct.  The camera shop, the high-fidelity shop and the stationer were the usual 
stops.  Single lens reflexes, electrostatic speakers and fountain pens were his usual moxie with 
never a need for a proxy.   
The author watched his father preside over his shopkeepers as if in a magisterial 
capacity.  And true to this vein, his father would summon them in his native Vancouver 
accent—the one its residents assimilated until 1922, that is, just four years before to his 
birth—when motoring switched from right to left-hand-drive.  An accent only to be matched 
in its pucker and pronunciation, one may suggest, by the air and effeteness of say the late 
dethroned and defrocked King Edward the Eighth.   
Then, as if having a firm grip on the slip of a commandant’s stick, the author’s father 
with the enunciated gesture of the scythe-like swipe of a down beat directed his shopkeepers 
to parade out their latest wares.  Bidding salutations, the shopkeepers marched out their wares 
across the sales countertop as if reveille for the roll had been called.  There, brightly decorated 
boxes, some of them ribboned and in a metallic glow, with plenty of features to boast his father 
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would be eagerly willing to host, assembled in ranking formation, circumspect and ready for 
his father to inspect and elect, select and detect.   
Inspect, he did.  Detect, he did.  Select, he did.  All at his election, like Kingston pen 
corrections men, he stripped each box down to its shutter, diaphragm or barrel to observe 
their contents, intent on looking for those malcontents presenting most feral, to place in a pile 
set aside as the rank and file.  His father was only to revel and thus be bedevilled by one objet 
d’art that stands far and apart, clean off the charts, from its retinue of rubble and rabble, 
contraptions of less attraction, each one of them still trying to make their debut.  But this one: 
there was not a mark, not a scratch and let’s be clear, not a smudge or even a smear.  Now 
twisting his fingers together into a firm clasp to signal with the greatest of glee an affirmation 
that it’s defect-free, his father asked the shopkeeper to wrap up his newfound objet and bid him 
adieu.   
With his business now done, his father returns his attention back to the author, his 
son.  Leaving his son little room to neither refuse nor recuse, the father begins with his usual 
ruse and cries the blues to make sure he enjoins his son in what he has done, “Not a word to 
your mother.  You are an accessory to the tale I have spun.”  For after this coup of which the 
mother hadn’t a clue—and the father knew her view that these shops were taboo—he offers 
to treat his son to a sweet at the usual post-shopping rendezvous.     
Not needing to be cajoled, father and son begin their stroll, neither double-quick nor 
slow mode, to the latest street side café in vogue.  From the menu, never did they choose pie 
à la mode, the favourite within this plebian stronghold, but chose their usual jam-filled rolls 
and chomped into them as if they had found a shimmering and sensuous gold.  
It was time for father and son to take stock and where the knocking of one another 
simmered to a stop.  An interlude where neither father nor son came a cropper, for they 
behaved toward one another quite proper.  Keeping thrifty on their fisticuffs, they abated their 
blows as foes forestalling those woes that often followed the precarious and pernicious father 
and son quid pro quo. 
But what was it that father and son took stock of?  Whilst gulping jammy morsels and 
guzzling bitter cups of coffee down their gullets in ceaseless throes attempting to overthrow 
those recalcitrant and recidivist woes, they studied the optics to see what topics would keep 
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them in tow subverting their fractious inclinations to be a foe.   What topics do you suppose 
they chose to compose?   
Safe topics, absolutely not abrasive topics, certainly evasive topics and definitely 
complaisant topics, that’s what they chose.  Most often, the topic of choice at these Saturday 
mid-afternoon soirees was British industry, its captains and inventors: for example, Major 
Stoddart for Britain’s only 35mm single lens reflex, Peter Walker for the electrostatic 
loudspeaker, László Bíró for the ballpoint pen and William Lyons for the Jaguar motorcar.  
These conversations—sometimes consuming an entire afternoon—would plummet to the 
depths of details concerning how these machines were made.   
Indeed, pop a quiz upon the author on camera parts and he’ll likely do very well.  
Perhaps he’ll even go into the specificities of these products.  Most certainly, when it comes 
to cameras, he’ll be able to tell you the differences between say a focal plane shutter and 
Compur shutter or a thirty-five millimetre and a two-and-a-quarter square format.  And don’t 
think of getting him started on darkroom equipment!  He’ll go on about not only its hardware, 
but the chemical solutions used to produce a photograph.  To be sure, you’ll hear him rattle 
off with relish: ‘developer, stop bath and fixer.’  
Unlike the Queen or an Oxbridge prime ministerial protégé, the author was not 
tutored in the affairs of state but in the salient accomplishments of Britain’s commercial 
enterprise.  This was bar none the education he received from his father.  An afternoon with 
‘dad,’ was like reaching back into a near virtual walk through the various arcades that made up 
that resplendent post-war showcase of British manufacture in the early nineteen-fifties, the 
Festival of Britain, complete with acrid black coffee, jelly doughnuts and—needless to say—a 
Windsor knot, waistcoat, watchchain, and a Savile Row suit. 
Thus, the author concedes.  Life with dad wasn’t all bad.  So, why this fixation?  Why 
does the author blame his dad for creative and academic misadventures?  Why does he attribute 
his moments of creative arrest—indeed of absolute wretched and painful cessation—on the 
role and influence of his father?   
The author opines that it is the simple maths.  The number of reprimands and 
aspersions the father cast upon his son, to his recollection, far outnumbers those gentle, 
convivial, embracing and indeed loving moments such as in the Saturday afternoon café.  
However, the author does ponder whether this is some trick of memory.  That he remembers 
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more the hostilities that lay between him and his father than the scant number he recalls of 
their eyes interlocking in reciprocal gestures of paternal and filial love.  This, he believes he 
shall never be able to fathom and has resolved that the best he can do is to marshal his will to 
keep those few favourable moments—if indeed few and not of plenty—with his dad in the 
foreground in any exploration into the more caustic and debilitating aspects of their 
relationship.  To be sure, the author has given more vent to the latter in his current journey 
by way of this dissertation. Nonetheless, he proclaims that in any of his further moves to fathom 
and reconcile with his memories of his dad, he shall always let those welcoming moments of 
the often-fragile bond between father and son shine through and orchestrate his considerations 
and contemplations on this heartfelt matter.  And as insurance, he shall navigate through them 
























If I am not for myself, who will be?   
And if I am only for myself, what am I?   
And if not now, when? 
 











Many of the objects photographed for this project were set against the top 
of this table now furnishing Haya’s and my home in North Vancouver.  
The table and its chairs were my mum’s creation.  Originally, my mum 
designed them for the Jefferson Avenue home after one of its renovations. 
This tabletop was rescued from the renovation of the kitchen nook.  The 
top is the same top as seen in the photograph of my mum and me eating 
cereal in The Family Portrait section.  The oil painting on the right is of 
the now demolished family home and back yard, which was painted by 
neighbour Unity Bainbridge in July 1959, about three months before we 
moved in.  The hilly contours of this yard remained unchanged during 
the fifty-three years my parents owned this home.  I remember each and 
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By way of autobiographical narrative, this video forms part of the author’s reflective 
enquiry into those crucial moments of childhood bonding and individuation that have 
come to arrest and define his memory of his late father.  Particularly, the author’s 
narrative speculates upon how these moments have tailored the ethno-religious and 
artistic identities he consummated to be sure in later adulthood; identities cultivated 
ultimately in breach of the image and expectations his father had cast upon him during 
formative years.  To this end, the author relates a story about how his mother urged 
him to dress up in one of his late father’s hand-tailored suits they had discovered in his 
now neglected clothes closet.  The author details his experience donning this suit; 
especially, his reaction to seeing himself in the mirror clad in his father’s everyday 
business attire.  The author impresses that as he gazed into the mirror with his eyes 
interlocked with the portals into his and his father’s past, he felt a cavalcade of 
treacherous memories eke out and begin to consume him with questions about the 
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